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CHAPTER ONE

Another Dull Day

IT WAS JUST another typical day in my life. I sighed as I sat there, bored shitless, Jordan sprawled out on the couch next to me reading his comic books—sorry, graphic novels—and being useless as always. How did we get into this funk, I wondered. We used to have some pretty darn good sex on a regular basis and now all we did was hang out and wait for his stupid loser friends to pop by so we could drink and and watch stuff on the vid channels.

“Jordan,” I said as I swatted his foot. It was currently resting against my leg and had been annoying me for the past hour. “Jordan, damn it. I’m bored!”

He sighed as he look up from his comic and rolled his eyes. “Yeah, Destiny? Can I be of service to you somehow? Perhaps the lady of the house would care for me to summon our man-servant to prepare the evening’s libations?”

He turned to the side and yelled out, “Oy, Jenkins McButlerface, old chap! Would you care to tend to the lady whilst we amuse myself with the Evening Tribune?”

“Oh, Jesus, Jordan. That accent’s not even in the ballpark,” I said, swatting his foot again. But I did have to suppress a giggle. He may annoy me sometimes but there were reasons I stuck with him. “Come, on! Let’s do something!”

“Oh, my god, Destiny,” he griped as he returned to his comic. “We are doing something. At least I am. Why don’t you read something, or watch some vids.”

“We need to talk!”

He finally set the comic down and sat up. “Oh, alright! Dang, girl! What do we need to talk about so urgently?”

I tried hard to keep the whine out of my voice, but it was hard. “Jordan, I know you like the thing we got going on here, but I’m just not satisfied.” I started crying a bit.

Now he looked concerned. “Destiny, god! I’m sorry, but…I don’t really know what I’m doing wrong here. I mean…like, are you not having enough sex? I can do you more, you know. I just thought maybe once a every couple of days was plenty for you.” He looked around the room. “Like, did you want to dress up, maybe? Like, I could be a horny ass pirate, you could be a mermaid and I’d spend some time trying to figure out exactly how you fuck a mermaid. Cause, you know, they don’t have legs and shit.”

I couldn’t help giggling this time. “No, it’s not that. I mean, well, kind of…it’s gotten a bit routine lately. But mainly I just want to do more stuff, not just hang here in our tiny apartment and drink with your loser friends.”

“Loser friends? Damn, that’s cold Destiny. I don’t see you bringing friends here!”

“Well, all I do is work at the diner and come here. The only friend I have is Jessica and I’m not showing her this dump.”

“It’s good enough for my friends, and they’re not losers. One of them has a job, you know. And they like coming here,” he huffed, waving his arms around.

“Yeah, they like coming here to stare at my tits!” I started shouting.

“Stare at your tits? Like that’s the only reason they come here? Like they can’t see tits anywhere else in the entire city?” He chuckled, “Come on!”

I was starting to get pissed. Yeah, they wanted to see my tits and who wouldn’t? I was pretty hot, I had to admit. Just 19, blonde, blue-eyed with a nice trim bod and a curvy ass and tits to die for! Jordan didn’t know what he had in me.

“I should get a different boyfriend, you know,” I pouted. “One who knows what the fuck he got and how lucky he is, and treats me right!”

“Oh. My. God. Destiny! You know that’s not how the world works anymore. You and I got the cohab permit already and it cost a pretty penny. I still got that hanging over me. Thankfully my parents helped chip in for me to secure the rights to you.”

I knew he was right, and I should probably stop now. If he hadn’t secured cohab rights to me, that creep Xavier would have snapped me up and I’d probably be pregnant by now. Then again, he was probably a rich government functionary at this point and I’d be bored in a big mansion, instead of a shit-hole like this.

“I know,” I muttered. “It’s just, like…have you tried looking for a job recently?”

He looked down at his lap. I knew this was a sore subject for him. “I try, Destiny. It’s just that there’s not really that much out there for a history major. The party has suppressed anything that doesn’t conform, and—let’s just say that anyone who studies history is doomed to repeat the rotting in jail part of it.”

“Yeah, I know. But maybe you could, I don’t know, be a plumber or something? I hear they make good money. Drains clog a lot.”

“I’d need to go to trade school, Des. That costs money. Money we don’t have! Look,” he said getting up in a huff, “I’m done with this conversation! I’m going in my room for a while.”

I spread myself across the couch and scowled. Now my boring day had turned even crappier.

~~~

It was starting to get late in the evening when Jordan’s friends showed up. I opened the door for them and they piled in eagerly, Dieter carrying a six pack of beer. Government brand, I noted. “Come on in, guys,” I said. “Jordan’s pouting in his room like a little bitch, so make yourselves at home.”

I took the beers from Dieter and put them in the fridge as Arnold and Mahesh plopped down on the couch, sticking their feet up on the coffee table. “What happened? Did you guys have a fight or something,” asked Dieter.

“Yeah, the usual,” I sighed.

“What, about his jobless ass? Ha, It’s hard times, my sister!” Mahesh laughed.

“Mahesh,” I said, my hands on my hips. “First, of all, don’t call me that. Second, you don’t have a job either so don’t mock him!” I was starting to get defensive.

“I’m not mocking him! I’m literally saying that it’s hard out there. Only Lord Arnold here has a job. And he’s the only white native-born dude here. Coincidence?”

“Hey, I’m white,” said Dieter as he squeezed onto the couch.

“Yeah, but you’re a freakin’ German, dude!” Arnold punched him in the shoulder.

“How many times have I told you, loser! I’m not German! I just studied abroad for, like, one semester!”

The door to our one and only bedroom opened and Jordan walked over, looking a bit sheepish. “Hey guys.” He looked at me and said, “Hey Destiny. Sorry about earlier. We good?”

“Yeah, baby. Come here!”

I opened my arms and rushed to him. We hugged and kissed as the others whistled and hooted. “Do it! Do it now,” yelled Dieter in a pretty bad Schwartzenegger impression.

“Oh, my god. I see what you mean now, Destiny,” said Jordan as he grimaced.

I handed out beers and we all sat down to watch the vid screen. Arnold had taken the remote and was flipping through the content screens. “Oh, shit! You guys got porn?”

“What do you mean,” said Jordan. “I didn’t think that was even a thing these days. Where’d you find it?”

“It’s right here, under Adult, Trivial.”

“Trivial? I’d say that’s pretty fucking major!” Mahesh was grinning broadly. Of all of them I thought that he was perhaps the horniest. Poor guy probably never got laid.

“Get in the porn chopper! Sorry…” muttered Dieter.

“What do you think, Destiny? Would watching some of this filthy stuff offend you? It is government approved, apparently,” said Jordan as he looked at me, raising an eyebrow.

I bit my lower lip, a little ashamed to say that the thought of watching people having sex on screen was turning me on a little bit. I had, of course, snuck in some porn watching time on occasion with my girlfriends when I was younger. We had all squealed and giggled and pretended to be mortified and offended. But secretly I had found it fascinating. Seeing adults shedding their inhibitions and being so…free. So unlike my own parents and everyone I saw around me.

“No, it’s okay. I won’t mind,” I said.

“Yes!” Mahesh almost screamed in delight. “Sorry, I mean, cool, cool…let’s watch some of this fine entertainment.”

“Alright, hang on to your boners, gentlemen. And lady, do whatever it is you gals do. Let’s see here…” Arnold scrolled through the list. “What the fuck is a reverse cowgirl?”

“What the fuck is a cowgirl,” squealed Mahesh. “Oh sweet Vishnu! I bet reverse is even nastier than normal! Dude, pick it!”

“Okay, okay. Jeez dude, chill!” Arnold pressed the accept button on the government warning screen that nobody ever read and then pressed the play button. The next fifteen minutes were spent in silence as they group watched a girl and a guy shedding their clothes and then getting down to business in a surprisingly short amount of time.

“Whoa,” said Mahesh. “I did not know a penis could go the whole way down a girl’s throat. Did you know that?” He turned to look at the others, including me.

“Don’t even think about it,” I admonished Jordan and he chuckled.

The girl on screen got up from her knees and led the guy, a hunky beefcake of a man—all six pack and a humongous cock—over to the bed. He lay down, cock rather impressively pointed straight up. She proceeded to straddle him, facing away from him and towards the camera. Slowly she lowered herself down and the camera panned in to show his cock parting her folds as it entered her.

“So…she’s riding him—I get it now!” Mahesh was staring intently at the screen. I glanced briefly at his crotch and saw a bulge there. Yeah, he was going to have to wank it real hard tonight. Hopefully not in our apartment. “Oh, it’s every bit as nasty as I had hoped!”

The onscreen couple proceeded to bounce around with increasing vigor, the girl maintaining eye contact with the camera as her breasts bounced up and down and the giant cock pounded her female part. I couldn’t help looking into her eyes. Wondering what she was seeing. Was she seeing me, somehow, through the lens? Or was she just seeing the camera lens itself. Did she care about the cameraman, and the fact that he was there, intruding in her private act? Maybe that was part of the whole…I couldn’t quite express it right. Part of the sex she was having, maybe? Maybe she needed to have the crew there, to make it even dirtier, nastier, sexier.

Oh god, I could feel the fluid leaking from my own pussy. Was there a huge patch of wetness soaking the crotch of my pants? I had dressed in blue linen pants with a light top. Now I tried to take a surreptitious look at my crotch to see if there was a stain. But I just couldn’t tear myself away from the screen. And neither could the guys.

Finally it ended, with the girl on her knees and a giant jet of semen shooting out of the guy’s cock and right onto her face. “Damn!” yelled both Mahesh and Dieter.

“Oh shit, man that’s more cum than any man could possibly produce,” said Arnold.

“You been measuring during your wank sessions, bro?” Jordan chuckled.

“Fuck you, dude! You got to admit that shit can’t possibly be real!”

I took the opportunity to stand up and pick up the empty beer cans and brought them over to the sink. I peered down and saw to my relief that there didn’t seem to be a visible stain.

“Listen, my dudes. This has been enlightening to say the least. But I think that I should be heading off now, like…for reasons,” said Mahesh as he got up with some difficulty. “It’s been real.”

“Yeah, I think we’ll all head out. Have fun you two,” said Arnold with a grin.

~~~


CHAPTER TWO

An Idea

THE NEXT DAY I got up and went to the bathroom to get ready for my job. It had been quite a night. Jordan and I had screwed for over an hour. I had been so wet and the orgasm I had simply blew my mind. The whole time I had imagined myself under spotlights, a camera shoved between my spread legs, filming Jordan’s cock pounding my needy pussy.

Now it was time to stop with those thoughts and get cleaned up and dressed. My shift at the diner started early today and I still needed to get the bus over there. Luckily I managed to catch it just in time and after about an hour I was there, clocking in.

“Hey Destiny, girl! How’re you doing?” Jessica came over, holding a pot of coffee in one hand. “Just in time. Table 9 needs their menus.” She leaned over to me and winked. “You can tell me about the naughty shit you did last night later.”

I rolled my eyes. Jessica had a sixth sense for sex. She could smell it or something, even days after it had occurred. I grabbed a set of menus and rushed over to the table to take a very wholesome family’s order, while my mind still ruminated on what I had seen last night. I stared for a moment at the wife, sitting there, wondering if her tits would bounce like that girl’s had. If she ever proposed the reverse cowgirl position with her rather conservative looking husband. If he would pound her just as eagerly or recoil in righteous horror.

After the morning rush subsided somewhat Jessica and I retreated to the back office to rest up a bit. The owner, Bud “Big” Willey, was out there behind the counter minding the place.

“So, spill girl,” said Jessica the moment we were alone.

“About?”

“You got nailed extra special last night, didn’t you? Come on, I can tell,” she said with an expression very close to a leer.

“Alright, yeah. I did.”

She squeaked in joy, “I knew it! So what changed? Didn’t you tell me you were really bored with things?”

“Yeah, I was. But the guys were over last night and we…” I lowered my voice. “We found porn. On the vid menu!”

“Porn? No way!” I wasn’t sure, but it seemed almost like she was mocking me.

“Yes, way! Like, it was right there!” I continued to whisper.

“So, you watched it? With a bunch of guys there?”

I shrugged, “Yeah, they were cool about it. Kind of funny. Poor guys, I think they never get laid to be honest.”

“And watching made you horny as hell, didn’t it?” She nodded at me in a knowing fashion.

“What would make you just assume that? What the fuck, Jess. I’m not a perv, you know?”

“I’m not saying that! It’s just that…look, it makes me horny too. And that leads to better sex. Everyone knows that. Why do you think the government allows it?”

“What, to make couples horny so they fuck more? Why would the party care about that,” I asked.

“To make more babies, dummy! That’s the point! Get guys to make a commitment to getting some real pussy instead of just staring at the screen and all of a sudden you get some revenue from the cohab permits and you get more future tax payers squeezed out of women’s hoo-has!”

I stayed silent for a moment. Jessica was probably right about that. She liked to exaggerate but in all the time I had known her, and that was going back to middle school, she usually had a point.

“Listen, Jess. I have to admit something to you. Promise to keep it a secret?”

“Okay, Destiny. I promise!”

“So, um, I got, like…super turned on. Not just from watching, but from…imagining that it was me in front of the camera. Like, thinking about having other people there filming me was what pushed me over the edge,” I said, as I stared at my hands, clasped together on top of my lap. Oh god, what if she thought I was a pervert or something?

Jessica leaned back and nodded sagely. “I totally get it, Des. Nothing to be ashamed of, I think that way too sometimes.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, totally.” She paused for a moment and then said, “Hey, listen. I know a girl who did porn for a while.”

“No way! Who?”

“I’m not going to out her, you know, there’s a problem with her family. If they knew, they would probably crucify her. But anyway, she said she loved it and she made a fairly decent amount of money. You’re always saying how Jordan doesn’t have a job and you two are struggling. You wanna give it a try?”

“What, actually do porn? No way,” I almost squealed.

“Yeah, why not?”

“Well, for starters, what if someone found out? I’d just die!”

“Do you think Jordan would mind? Since he paid for the permit for you, he’s the only one who can actually do anything. Your parents don’t have guardianship rights over you anymore.”

I nodded, “Yeah, one good thing about the stupid laws. I think he’d probably be cool. He certainly didn’t mind the sex he got after we watched the vid.”

“There you go! Hey, I can try to find out from her what agent she used.”

“Agent?”

“Yeah, you need an agent. He’s going to check you out, see if you’re good for the biz. If he agrees to take you on, you can start booking gigs. And making bank!”

“And getting banged!” We both giggled.

~~~

Later that day, after my shift had ended, I was back home browsing the web. I usually wound up doing that for an hour or so each day anyway, but this time I had a mission: I wanted to find out more about these agents Jessica had been talking about. I knew about casting agents for movie stars and social vid stars who wanted to break into the big time. But I didn’t know that you’d need one to do sex videos. Maybe naïve of me, but I figured you just went to a producer and negotiated with them. Exactly what that entailed I had no idea.

I went on Searchy and the results showed a few websites, many of them not very professionally done, with broken links and misformatted pages and typos everywhere. Only one of them even had a picture of the agent, or at least what it claimed was his picture, and he looked like what I imagined a used car salesman from the seventies would look like. I guess it didn’t really matter as long as he got the job done and booked me some work for a fair price. Still, I didn’t feel very good about any of them. Hopefully Jessica’s friend came back with a good recommendation.

The door opened and I quickly closed the browser tabs. “Hey, baby,” said Jordan as he walked into the apartment and shut the door behind him. He was carrying a bunch of grocery bags and I went over to help him with them. When we were done and everything was put away he turned to me and gently grabbed my ass cheeks, pulling me closer to him. “Hey, thanks for being so cool with my friends last night. I know they annoy you.”

“Oh, no,” I said dismissively. “They were cool. I’m sorry I called them losers yesterday. I guess they’re just trying to make it in the world, just like we are.”

He smiled down at me. “Also…”

“Yeah?” I smiled back at him.

“It was pretty hot how we…you know,” he said hugging me closer.

“Had sex? Yeah, that was pretty hot.” I paused for a moment, then went for it. “Say, Jordie, um…”

“What is it, Des? Something on your mind?”

“Yeah, look…can we sit down for this?” I pulled gently back from him.

“Oh oh, this is serious, is it?” He let go of me and looked a bit worried.

“No, no. It’s just I wanted to talk to you about an idea I had.” I walked over to the couch and sat down, patting the cushion next to me. He plopped down and rested his arm across the back of the couch behind me.

“So,” I started, unsure exactly how to broach the subject or if I even should. “Jessica and I were talking. About, you know…the porn industry and stuff.”

“Oh, she’s got experience there, has she?” he chuckled.

“No, silly. But a friend of hers, a girl has. And she said that it’s pretty good money and, um…well I was kind of thinking maybe I would, like, talk to an agent? That she might be able to recommend. And you know, see if it’s a thing or not?”

He stared at me for a while. “Wait, you’re serious? You’re thinking of doing porn? Like, on camera, for real?”

“Yeah,” I whispered, looking down at the coffee table. “I kind of need your permission, and I hoped you’d give it?”

He stared off at the wall of the small living room. Minutes ticked by and I started to get nervous, and then just a little annoyed. Why did the world have to be this way? Why can’t a girl just make her own decisions in life anymore? There used to be a time, I had heard, where girls and women were free to try and fail or succeed on their own. Not anymore, after the guardianship laws had been passed, ostensibly to protect women from abuse.

Jordan turned back to me and said, “Listen, Des. I have a confession to make. Quite frankly I’ve been thinking about this the whole time we were watching that vid and when we made love. And, maybe even longer than that. You know how hot I think you are.” He looked over my body quickly and then reached over and planted a hand on my thigh.

“But I think I would have a problem with it, quite frankly. Don’t get me wrong,” he said as my face fell. “It would be super hot, and I’ve dreamed of exactly that kind of thing from the first time I laid eyes on you.”

“Really?” I said. “But why can’t I try?”

“Because I’m afraid that it will be too damaging to you, baby. What if people see it? People you work with, your customers at the diner; my friends? Do you think you could handle those horn dogs ogling your naked body as you had sex on the screen? I couldn’t.”

“Is this about you or me? Cause I think I would be fine. I don’t care who sees me on screen. The guys at the diner already stare at me, picturing me naked. I already feel their judgment, thinking I’m probably some loser slut who needs a good banging to get ahead in life.” I had started crying at this point.

“Oh, please, don’t cry, Des.” He gripped me tight. “I’m just trying to protect you is all.”

“Yeah, thanks,” I muttered. I pushed away from him and stormed off to the bedroom. Fuck him, I was going to do what I wanted, consequences be damned. I’d figure out how to handle the permission issue later. First I needed to see if this was even a thing. Maybe no agent would represent me and this whole thing would blow over.

The next morning at the diner Jessica came over to me with bright, conspiratorial eyes. “Des,” she whispered to me. “I got that name for you!”

“What, the agent?” I whispered back.

“Yeah, he’s supposed to be the best,” she said as she waggled her eyebrows at me. She also made a motion with her hand that suggested pumping something. I wasn’t quite sure what that was all about so I ignored it.

“What’s his name? I looked at a bunch on the web last night but they were all a little suspect, to be honest.”

“Yeah, his name’s Stone. Stone Jackson. I don’t think he has a website,” she said.

“Stone Jackson? What the hell kind of a name is that,” I almost squealed. A couple of diners glanced over and then went back to eating. One of them slid an empty glass over to the side of their table, pointedly staring at it and then at us. Jessica sighed and went over to refill it with iced tea. When she got back we continued to giggle over the name.

“Yeah, I know. But the girl I know swears by him. Said he got her some really good, legit gigs. Here’s his number, you should text him and set something up. Tell him Angel White gave you his name.”

“Angel White? Is that the girl’s name?”

“It’s her screen name. You need to pick one too, you know. Trouble with you is that Destiny is already a good porn name,” she said, laughing about it a little.

“Yeah, couldn’t help that one. What do you think about…Diamond? Diamond Star?”

Jessica tapped away on her phone for a bit. She shook her head, “You’re not going to believe it. There’s already a Diamond Star.”

“Crap! How about Diamond Sun? Aqua Sun? Aqua Snow? Shit.”

“Look, you’re a bit of a hot sparkly bitch sometimes, right? And you’re hot as hell. How about Ember Sun?”

I looked skeptical for a moment. But then I shrugged and said, “Sure, what the hell. Ember Sun it is! Look out bitches, there’s a new porn star in town!” We giggled again and when Big Willey came over to see what was going on, we scattered to our tables to check on them.

~~~


CHAPTER THREE

Stone Jackson

TWO DAYS LATER I had my appointment with Mr. Jackson, the talent agent. I had texted him the moment I got off work the day Jessica had given me his number. He wrote back while I was riding the bus home and we set up a time, and he sent me the address of his agency. Now I was on my way there, Jordan none the wiser.

I had told Jordan that I was going to spend some time after work hanging out with Jessica and he was fine with it. He planned to spend the afternoon at Mahesh’s place playing video games. The bus dropped me off a few blocks away, in the outskirts of Century City, an area I didn’t frequent much. I walked over to where the door to his agency was, keeping a wide margin from the few homeless people stretched out on the sidewalk and taking care not to step in a puddle of…something.

The sign next to the door read “Stone Talent” with a sign below it saying “Models Wanted.” I rang the bell and waited. A little while later a buzz and click signaled the door was now unlocked and I went in. A young woman, pink hair and very pale skinned, very skinny, was sitting there at a desk. She looked up as I entered and asked, “Hi, you have an appointment?”

“Yeah,” I said, somewhat nervous. “I’m, um, Destiny? Destiny Urwald? Here to see Mr. Stone? I mean, Mr. Jackson?”

“Yes, take a seat, Destiny,” she said, pointing to a seat set against the wall. “So, is Destiny your real name?” she asked as I sat down.

“Yeah, it is,” I replied. She didn’t seem convinced but let it drop. She typed for a bit on her phone then set it down on the desk. A minute later a door to an office opened and a large Black man walked through and looked at me.

“Hi, Destiny?”

I quickly stood up, my heart beating as I said, “Yes. Yes, that’s me.”

“Come on it,” he said, holding the door open for me as I slipped into his office. He closed the door behind him and gestured to a large black couch set against the side, opposite from a large desk.

“Have a seat right there, Destiny.” He sat himself down at his desk, swiveling his chair and stretching out his long legs. “Now, tell me about yourself. What are you hoping to get out of this career?”

“Oh, um. Well, I guess I…I’m kind of curious about the sex part of it.” I started blushing deeply. Oh my god, this was going to be so much harder than I had thought it would be.

“Okay, tell me more. What about the sex? Is your current sex life good, bad, indifferent? Tell me.”

“Yeah, okay. It’s okay, I mean. My boyfriend and I get on just fine and yeah, it’s been pretty boring mostly. Except after we watched some porn together.” I paused. He looked at me, with piercing eyes. I was starting to get lost in those eyes. In fact, the whole package. He was definitely not a used car salesman from the seventies. This man could have been a star athlete. He was definitely packing some muscles there, I could tell, even through his immaculate suit.

“Porn, huh. Fancy that. So it made you two extra horny, is what you’re saying?”

“Yeah,” I said, growing more enthusiastic, more confident. “The whole time I was watching it I was dreaming that it was me who was being, you know…used? Fucked?” I blushed. I didn’t really use words like that in public. But this guy was making me lose my inhibitions. At least where naughty words were concerned.

“And…”

“And then later, we were having sex and I just couldn’t stop myself from picturing myself at the center of a vid shoot. I got so turned on by the idea of having a camera there. It was…it was great,” I ended lamely. If only I had the words I needed to describe just how momentous the moment had been for me.

He leaned forward, planting his elbows on the table. “Listen, Destiny. I see hundreds of girls, literally hundreds of them. Every week there’s new girls who come through my door, looking for a thrill. Needing the money. I turn most of them away. You know why?”

“No,” I shook my head.

“Because most of them will just get destroyed by the business. It’s not for everyone, Destiny. If you need the money, I recommend just whoring yourself on a street corner. Much faster, less damaging to your ego. If you want the thrill of sex, just hang out at a hotel bar and screw every businessman who stays there.”

I shook my head again, tears starting to form in my eyes. “No, I don’t want just those things. That’s not why I’m here. When I pictured myself in that video I came alive. Maybe for the first time in a long time. When I saw that girl on the vid screen I saw a woman who was in control of her life. She was doing what she wanted!”

He laughed. “You sure of that?”

“Well, obviously I don’t really know. But right now I’m just a girl, contracted to my boyfriend. Forced by society to act a certain way. Told by everyone how to act: be demure, don’t be slutty, don’t do this, don’t do that. But that girl told everyone to fuck off and she went and rode some guy in bed and got paid and,” I was starting to get a bit agitated now. “And, I guess…I guess that makes her a badass in my mind.”

He leaned back again, steepling his fingers. “Yeah, okay, okay. You got some passion here, I respect you. Can’t lie. But, you know, it’s not all girl power and hear me roar shit at these places, okay?”

I nodded.

“They’re there to make money and your pussy, your tits and your ass are how they do it, you understand? There’s definitely a bonus there for a girl with some spunk in her, no pun intended. If you really love getting used on camera, that’s going to show through and the dudes are going to get off on it big time.”

“I think I could enjoy it, sir. I really do!”

“Okay, well, let’s find out!” He leaned over and yelled at the door, “Chrystal, get your ass in here. Bring the camera!” He turned to me and said, “Go ahead and strip, baby. It’s time for us to put my cock where your mouth is.”

~~~

I gulped. Oh shit, this was happening, this was really happening. I was going to get fucked by a stranger in a downtown office and get filmed doing it. Oh shit, what was I getting myself into? Jordan was literally going to kill me. I slowly stood up and, hands fumbling at my buttons, fought to take my clothes off with at least some dignity. The door opened, startling me, and the girl from the desk, Chrystal, came through. She was holding a phone mounted on a portable tripod. She set it down on the desk, facing me, then stood against the wall.

Stone continued to sit there at his desk while I got my top and my pants off, looking around for a place to put them. “Just set them down on the side of the couch, where your purse is.”

“Oh, okay,” I stuttered. After I set them down I stood there like a dummy, in my bra and panties. At least I’d had the presence of mind to wear something a little bit sexy. The bra was a nice half-cup, the tops of my breasts barely contained within, lace setting off the curve of the bra as it barely covered my nipples. My panties were low cut and showed off my toned stomach and, as I had observed in the mirror this morning, presented a nicely defined camel toe to anyone looking. It had made me blush thinking about anyone seeing it, and now here I was.

Stone looked at the screen of the phone and adjusted the position a bit. “Great, great. Now go ahead and take the rest off, starting with the bra and then turn around and slip those panties off and show me your ass.”

I started trembling again as I reached back and undid my bra, slipping it off my shoulders and tossing it onto the couch. My breasts swung free and my nipples hardened in the cool air of the office air-conditioning. I slowly turned around, glancing at Chrystal as she looked at me dispassionately. Now facing away from Stone, I reached back and hooked my thumbs in the waistband of my panties and slowly drew them down.

“Bend over while you’re doing it,” he said. Oh god, I moaned to myself. I could feel the fluid starting to build up in my pussy. Something about this was so degrading and yet, so, so right. I bent over, spreading my legs a bit to help with my reach, and pulled the panties down all the way, keeping them pooled around my ankles.

“Oh, yeah, nice. Now Chrystal, reach over and spread her butt cheeks for me.”

I tensed a bit at that, but held still as she came over and stood by my side. She planted her hands on each of my cheeks, close to the crack of my ass, and I felt the cool air there as she spread me wide open.

“Nice! Okay, I think we got that.”

She let go of my cheeks and I started to straighten up.

“You’re a sexy girl, you know that? Yeah, I’m going to enjoy this. So go ahead and kneel down right here…yeah, right here, that’s good.”

I saw him adjust the phone for a bit. Chrystal came over and stood behind the desk, holding onto the phone tripod and nodding to him. He proceeded to walk over to face me and unzipped his pants. I couldn’t help it, I swallowed hard and looked at his hand as he pulled his cock out. Oh god, I thought to myself. It just keeps coming; what the fuck is this? How much cock is there?

Jordan himself was biracial and had a pretty decent cock. But this! Were the rumors really true? If so, I needed to apologize to a fair number of people, as I had never really believed it. But now I was starting to get a bit scared. What if I couldn’t handle it? How embarrassing to fail at sex! I’d never be able to confess that to Jessica.

Finally it was out and pointed straight at me. He was staring down at me, holding himself with his left hand, gesturing to me with his right hand, which he kept low and next to his right leg. Oh, to keep it out of the way of the camera? I was starting to think like a porn star, I thought to myself.

Alright I can do this. I moved forward on my knees and cupped his balls with my right hand, keeping my left hand on my knee. I moved my head forward and gently licked his shaft from below. It bounced on my nose for a bit and then slapped against my cheek. I kept licking until I reached the head. He had helpfully lowered his prodigious member so I could reach the tip without having to sit up more.

Collecting my saliva in my mouth, I proceeded to engulf his head in my mouth, using my tongue to caress him as I pulled him inside. He began to slide himself deeper in me, his left hand now holding the back of my head. My eyes widened as I felt my gag reflex start to activate and I desperately started swallowing, trying to keep the saliva from expelling from my mouth and nose, while I forced myself to breath around his cock.

I heard him groan and, as I looked up at him, tears started to form in my eyes. I saw him lift his head up, his eyes closed. “Fuck, damn. Yeah, bitch take it in,” he said, almost to himself. I continued to swallow desperately, trying to keep from hurling, feeling his cock reach further and further back in my throat until my nose hit his pubic hair. My eyes were watering heavily now and I felt like I was drowning ,yet I could still breathe if I just concentrated on it.

Eventually he started pulling out, slowly, letting me accommodate and soon enough he was out. I bent over and started coughing, tears streaming down my cheeks.

“You okay, girl? Damn, that was hot! You got a lucky boyfriend, not gonna lie.”

I shook my head and looked up again, trying to smile. “First time,” I choked out.

Chrystal shook her head and said, “Fuck, girl. You’re a natural. I almost died the first time Stone went deep.”

He looked down at me and said, “Now, now, Chrystal. She’s just messing with you. Nobody dies when Stone’s working them, I know how to test a girl, that’s what I do. You can handle it, so you got it. Good work. Now a quick fuck and we’re done for the day.”

I stood up on shaky legs. “Oh, uh, we’re doing that too?”

“Yeah, of course, girl!” He laughed, “How we gonna know how good that pussy is? Gotta test that shit, am I right?”

“You’re for sure right,” said Chrystal as she bent over and adjusted the tripod again.

“Sit your ass on the couch and lean back, spread those legs and bring them up, there you go! That’s a good girl,” he said as he guided me into position. I wound up holding my legs behind the knees, my ankles reaching for the sky. He stood over to my side and reach down, using the thumb and index finger of his left hand to spread my pussy lips wide open. “Oh shit, girl. You wet as hell. You ready!”

He crouched down between my legs and fed the tip of his cock in between my nether lips. I bit my lower lip as he stretched me wide open. “Oh, fuck,” I groaned. “Oh fuck!” It was starting to hurt a bit, he was too big, going too deep. I felt him hit my cervix and I cried out. “Oh, please, please, oh fuck!”

As I opened my eyes a bit I saw Chrystal there, next to him, pointing the phone lens at my crotch. Oh god, I felt like such a dirty whore. He started thrusting in me and in no time I felt him tense up and a jet of semen spurted into my pussy. “Oh fuck,” he yelled out. “Bitch, yeah!”

He shuddered for a moment then slowly withdrew and I felt his cum leaking out of me, running down along the crack of my ass. He stood up, a bit unsteady. I was almost proud of that.

He looked at Chrystal and nodded. “Yeah, first time in a long time I lost it like that. That’s some prime grade-A pussy.”

He turned to me, tucking his penis back into his pants. I let go of my legs and lay there, sprawled back on the couch, feet down on the floor, still trembling. I hadn’t come, but it was still the best sex I’d ever had.

“What’s your porn name, girl,” he asked as he looked down at me.

“I was thinking Ember Sun?”

He nodded, “Good. We’re going to book the living fuck out of you, girl. Now all I need is a written release signed by your boyfriend. You said he owns the contract on you, right?”

~~~


CHAPTER FOUR

Confession

I MADE MY way back home, feeling both proud and shamed. I really wasn’t sure how to process what I had just done. I had spent a few minutes in the bathroom at the Stone Talent agency office wiping away Stone’s cum as it leaked from me. I had sat there for a few more minutes, lost in contemplation. Was I really ready for this? Later, as I sat on the bus, my legs still somewhat wobbly, I still wasn’t quite sure.

And now I needed to talk to Jordan about this. He owned my contract which gave him guardianship rights over me. I needed him to sign off on any legal agreements including any contract that I would enter into with Stone’s agency. If I decided to go ahead with it, that is. This would take some serious persuading.

“Hey honey, I’m home,” I yelled out as I entered our apartment. It was our little joke, given that the apartment was so small there was really no need to yell. Jordan looked over to me from where he was sitting on the couch.

“Hey, cutie! How’d it go with Jessica? You guys have fun?”

“Yeah, about that,” I said as I impulsively decided to just go for it. There are times to dissemble and times to charge right in. As I had walked up to our apartment I had become overwhelmed with a feeling of stasis, like I was trapped in a never opening cocoon, doomed to die there and never emerge as my new self. And perhaps that new self would live only a brief, flickering existence, but to have spend a life gestating only to never emerge—that couldn’t be my fate. It just couldn’t!

“Yeah?” he said as he sat up a little straighter, his expression growing a little firmer.

“Um…” I said as I sat down, setting my purse down on the floor by my feet. “Well, I…I lied to you, Jordan. I’m sorry.” I lowered my head, my heart starting to pound heavily.

“What did you do? Come on, you can tell me,” he said as he started to look concerned.

“Look, I know you and I talked about that modeling thing,” I said, avoiding his eyes. I could never manage to look him in the eyes when I tried to lie or talk my way out of anything. “But I got a name from Jessica, and—”

“Hold on,” he interrupted. “Modeling thing? You mean that porn thing, don’t you? Don’t try to sugarcoat it, Des.” He was starting to look angry. “It’s not like you’re looking to wind up on a billboard somewhere, showing off the latest in women’s fashion!”

“Yeah, okay, right. I know. Look,” I was starting to get whiny and I hated how I sounded when I whined. “I guess I was trying to sugarcoat it. I’m sorry. But hear me out, please?”

He got up and started pacing the floor. “Go on,” he said, not meeting my eyes.

“So Jessica got the number of a talent agent and I went to go see him. Earlier today.” I looked over at him, hoping he would look at me, say something. He didn’t.

I continued, “And he said I had real promise. He said he could book me real gigs and I would do really well. Jordie, I really want to give this a try, please.”

He stopped and looked at me, finally. “Des. I really can’t believe you went behind my back on something this important. Especially after we talked about it.” He shook his head. After a moment’s silence he came back to the couch and sat by my side, holding my hand in his. “What did the two of you do? Did he…”

I looked down again, unsure of what to say. “I…well, we, um. He made me…audition for him. Basically. Like, he wanted to see how I would…do. In a real shoot, I guess.” I was blushing heavily at this point. My heart was beating faster and harder than it ever had. I almost couldn’t hear anything with the thumping sound in my ears.

Jordan looked at me like my head had caught on fire. My heart sank as I pictured our relationship over. What if he kicked me out over this? I hadn’t even thought of that. My life would be over, basically.

He sighed and looked down at his feet. Quietly he asked me, “Did you like it?”

I started crying. “Oh god, Jordie. I’m so sorry. I’m so, so sorry. I swear, I didn’t mean to hurt you. I just wasn’t thinking. This is something I really wanted to do and I just…I just didn’t think it through, I guess.” My tears flowed freely, staining my top as they coursed down my cheeks and dripped freely off of my chin.

He said it again, just as quietly, “Did you like it? Please be honest with me. I won’t get mad, I promise.”

I hiccuped a few times and used the back of my left hand to wipe away some tears. Almost in a whisper I answered, “Yes. Yes, I liked it. I’m sorry.”

He turned to me and held my hand with both of his. To my surprise there was no anger there. I looked into his eyes and saw only the boy I had met a few years back, at a stupid beach-side bar. The goofy kid who made me laugh and had no money to buy me stuff. But it was okay, cause I liked him and he liked me and that was going to get us everywhere we wanted to go.

“You know I love you, babe,” he said. “You know I worry about you, about the world you have to live in. The things that can happen to you if you’re not careful. I just want you to be happy and safe.”

I felt my heart thumping in my chest, but this time it beat with hope. A faint hope that maybe, just maybe we would get through this. “I know, Jordie. I love you too, and I love that you care so much about me.” I laid my head against his shoulder, hiccuping a bit more, my tears stopping.

“Look, I told you before,” he said, leaning his head against mine. “I did get turned on by the idea of you being in a vid. I just worried about how that would affect your life. But if you feel like you really want to do this, heck, you’re a big girl, Des. You know better than me how you’d handle it.” He laughed a loud, bright laugh. A laugh that brought the sunlight back to my heart. “Why the hell am I telling you what you’d be safe doing? You’re smarter than me, babe. Always have been.”

I cried again, burying my head in his chest. “Don’t be stupid, Jordie.” I laugh-cried, my tears staining his shirt. “You know you’re just as smart if not a tiny bit smarter. Most days,” I joked.

He laughed again, his voice choking up a bit as he gently held me back to look into my eyes. “Listen, sweetie. You do what makes you happy. Don’t worry about me. I’m going to have the hottest, sexiest, most desired girlfriend anyone’s ever seen. The guys are going to literally die of jealousy.”

“Wait…you’re going to tell the guys?”

He shook his head. “No, of course not. I’d never want them to find out.”

~~~

The next day I corralled Jessica at the diner the moment I could get her alone. She had been eyeing me the entire morning, making suggestive waggling motions with her eyebrows. Even making a childish, exaggerated pumping motion with her right fist. I had almost burst out laughing while taking an order from a very prudish looking family with two snotty nosed kids. “Stop it!” I had mouthed to her when I thought no one was looking.

Finally the two of us were alone in the break room and she grabbed me by the upper arms and shook me. “Out with it, bitch! What happened? Did you get boned? Did he make you swallow the meat torpedo?”

“Yes, and yes,” I whispered, turning pink with excitement at finally getting to confess.

“Wait, what? I was kidding,” she squealed. “He made you do that? Seriously?”

I sat down and clasped my hands in my lap, leaning forward to talk to her in a low voice. “Yes, and you have to keep this to yourself, okay? I don’t want you blabbing to everyone you know!”

“Of course I wouldn’t, Des. Jeez! But really? The casting couch thing’s a…thing?”

“Yeah, I know, right? Look, it was, um…I guess maybe it’s a bit weird to call it professional. But it was. I guess it’s hard to explain.”

“Well, tell me everything. You know I’m your girl, right? Ride or die, bitch. That’s our motto.”

“That’s literally never been our motto. First I’m hearing of it, but I get your point. Okay, so I got there and this girl checks me in, right?”

“Whoa, there was another girl there? Was she, like, super skanky or was she hot?”

“Um, I guess she was pretty hot. She was the receptionist. Oh, and also the camera girl.”

“Camera girl? Oh shit, Des! No way! They filmed you? Oh fuck, you’re already in a porno? Damn!”

“Well, hang on,” I said as I waved frantically at her to slow down. “They took video of my audition, yeah. But I think that’s just to have on record, or show producers or something.” I guess I hadn’t really thought about that part of it. But too late now!

“Okay, fine,” she said. “So the hot chick checked you in and filmed your girly bits, did she?”

“Yes, anyway, may I continue? Okay, so he met me and, oh my god, Jess. That guy is stacked. Holy shit—”

“What’d he look like? Oh, my god, Des! You really suck at telling a story, you know? Like, lead with the good stuff! How about: you turned to see a massive hunk of rippling man-meat towering over you, swinging a kielbasa between his legs, girls were hanging onto it for dear life as he strode towards you, saying ‘hop on board the train to pound town.’ Shit like that!”

I slapped her arm as I laughed. “Stop it, you sex-crazed lunatic. He was pretty hot, and yeah, he was hung.” Jessica stared at me. “What?” I asked, growing defensive.

“Wow, Des. You’re taking this pretty seriously. Look, you know I like to kid around with this stuff. But, like, you’re really okay? You went there, you guys talked, I assume, and then you actually had sex? And you’re okay with that?”

I thought for a moment before answering, “Yeah, I’m not going to lie, Jess. I wondered for a moment afterwards if I had made the worst mistake of my life. But it just felt so damn good, you know? Maybe you wouldn’t know if you didn’t do it yourself. Don’t tell Jordan this,” I said leaning closer to her. “If you tell him or he finds out somehow, I’m going to rip your tits off, you hear me?”

She nodded vigorously. “I swear.”

“It was seriously the best sex I’ve ever had. In my entire life. It fucking blew my mind, it was that good.”

“Wow.” Jessica’s eyes took on a far away look. “Wow.” Then she looked at me with a worried expression. “So speaking of Jordan, did you tell him? He needs to sign off on your doing anything professionally, right? Is he freaked?”

“He’s fine. I told him—not about how good the sex was, obviously—but I told him about the audition and that I really wanted to do it and he was cool with it. He signed the contract electronically last night.”

“Oh my god! Des, that’s so awesome! So, do you have a gig yet? Oh my god, I want to be there!” Jessica slapped her hand over her mouth the moment she said it, her eyes wide.

“Wait, what?” I said.

“Oh shit, that just came out, didn’t it?” She turned beet red. “I’m so sorry, Des. Just ignore me.”

“Wait, you seriously want to be there for my first shoot?”

“Yeah, I…I do. Look,” she said as she leaned back and looked around her, as if to see if anyone was listening. “I’m like, super curious and stuff. And you’re my best friend, and you’re kind of…hot and I like you. Not that way, I’m not gay or anything. And we’re friends and—” She was babbling and, I noted, blushing more than I’d ever seen her blush before. “And I guess I just—okay, shit. I do like you that way sometimes but it’s not big deal and I just want to make sure you’re okay. When you’re there. Like, as a friend.” Her babbling wound down and she looked down at her lap.

I let her calm herself for a bit before I touched her upper leg with my hand. “Jess, look at me.”

She slowly looked up.

“It’s okay, I get it. You’re my best friend too, and you’ll always be. Okay? I couldn’t ask for a better friend than you. And if you want to be there, then I couldn’t ask for a better friend to watch over me.”

She started crying. “Oh, Des. I was so scared that I fucked our friendship up. You know you’re my girl. You really sure Ride or Die isn’t our motto? It should be!”

We both laughed, our eyes wet—maybe with tears of joy, or of fear, or of the love one has for a really good friend.

~~~


CHAPTER FIVE

Destiny's First Scene

IT WASN’T UNTIL a week later, on a Monday, that I received a text from Stone, telling me the details of my very first booking. I had been waiting for this with a mixture of dread and anticipation. A few days later I went to get my very first Brazilian waxing done.

“Sweet fucking Jesus,” I screamed as the first strip of wax was yanked away from my privates.

“Now, now. It’s not really that bad, my dear,” said the lovely asian lady as she turned away from my spread thighs. “So, what’s the occasion?”

“I’m sorry, what?”

“Why are you doing this?” She turned back to me and bent down to apply another strip of wax. “This is obviously your first time.”

“Is it that obvious?”

“Yup,” she said as she yanked away another strip.

“Argh, fuck!” I screamed.

“Is it a guy, or…”

“Um, yeah. It’s not a guy.”

She nodded, sagely. Learning over me again, she moved my right labia over a bit and applied more wax. She used her nail to gently pull up the edge of the wax, staring intently. “I like girls too, you know.” And then she pulled.

After the torture session had ended, she assured me that subsequent ones would be much easier on me and my girlfriend would really appreciate my suffering. Still, after the swelling and the bumps went away I had been quite taken with the look.

Jordan had been quite taken with it as well. “Damn, girl. You just redefined sexy,” he said. “You brought sexy back, took it outside, spanked it and made it your bitch!”

“Where are you going with that,” I said, poking him in the stomach with my finger.

“To the bedroom, hopefully.”

Now I was on my way, wearing the sexiest lingerie I owned, and regular jeans and a t-shirt on top, with open-toed flats allowing my freshly painted pink toenails to shine. I had managed to persuade Jessica that I wanted to do my first scene on my own and perhaps she could come with me to a subsequent one. She reluctantly agreed.

Stone had told me that this was a first-timer gonzo scene and to look as fresh-faced as possible. Jordan and I had puzzled over that one for a while.

“Okay, so first-timer I get. Kind of,” said Jordan. “I guess they want you to depict someone who’s never done porn before.”

“So, like, I should look like literally almost everyone in the whole world?”

“Okay, yeah. I see what you mean. Um, maybe they want innocent and naïve? Like, maybe don’t go there all pained up like a street hooker?”

I had punched him in the arm for that one.

“Ow,” he yelled. “I’m just trying to help!”

“Like I would ever look like a street whore? What the fuck, Jordan?”

“Sorry,” he had pouted.

“I guess I’ll just do a natural look, maybe wear a simple light necklace, nothing fancy.”

The next thing that had puzzled us was the whole “gonzo” thing.

“What the fuck does that mean,” I had asked him. “Do a search!”

“Aw, hell no. You think I want that shit showing up in my browser history? You know the government tracks that, Des. If that’s on my history I can kiss any teaching job goodbye.”

“Oh, and the actual porn we watched won’t show up?” I had kept quiet about the potential problems of having a girlfriend who actually was in porn.

“Yeah, I guess. Hang on, let me call Mahesh. The guy apparently has turned into a porn freak since we last saw him.” Jordan tapped around on his phone for a few seconds and then set it down on the couch between us.

“Yo, the Maheshian here,” said the phone speaker.

“Dude, what the fuck kind of a greeting is that?” said Jordan, rolling his eyes at me. I had suppressed a giggle. “Hey, you know what the hell gonzo means?”

“What, the muppet character? What about him?”

Jordan and I had looked at each other and I mouthed, “Probably not it.”

“No, like in the porn world. What’s it mean?”

“Oh, okay. Yeah, it means like, unscripted. Like, spontaneous and shit. Lots of closeups, and, um, like the camera is right in there. Oh, it’s super hot, dude. Why? You dialing some up? I can be there in like, 10 minutes or so?”

“No, no, stay where you are, you nasty boy. We were just curious. Um, I heard someone talking about it, mentioning the word, you know? And I mentioned it to Des, and we didn’t know what it meant. Figured you would, though. You perv.” We had both giggled as Mahesh hung up in a huff.

The bus finally dropped me off in another part of town I had never been to. This was nice, there were lots of single family homes here and sidewalks with trees casting shade. I walked for a while searching for the right address when I finally spotted it. It was a pretty modern looking single story with a black cast iron gate. A white van was parked outside it and a man with a black ponytail, dark sunglasses, and a Hawaiian shirt and Bermuda shorts was standing outside.

“Hey,” I said as I approached him.

“Yeah?”

“Um, I’m Destiny—I mean I’m Ember Sun—here for the shoot?”

He looked me up and down for a bit and stepped aside. “Go on in, they’re setting up inside.”

“Thanks,” I said as I pushed the gate open and let it swing closed behind me. My nerves started gripping me as I made my way up the foot path to the front door. It was open so I gingerly stepped inside, peering around a corner into the bright, airy living room. About four people were there, including one short man with a blonde ponytail and a scruffy beard who seemed to be directing people around. A young woman, red haired and somewhat hefty, and an older woman, dark haired and super thin were there. And an absolute dream-hunk of a man.

I gazed at him, locked in place as my heart started hammering away. He was young, Black and shirtless. His abdominal muscles were so clearly defined I wanted nothing more than to rub my hands up and down against them, up and down, again and again. I felt my nipples perk up and a tingling feeling in my core. Please god, I said to myself. Let him be my partner. It seemed highly likely.

“Hello,” said the bearded guy. “Hello?”

“Oh, hi,” I said, feeling like an idiot. How long was I standing there, mouth open and gaping? “Um, I’m…Ember. Ember Sun?”

“Awesome! Glad you made it. Stone talked you up so much I didn’t really think you were a real human being. Like, he sounded like he took some really bad shit and saw an angel come to get him.” Everyone laughed. I blushed and looked down at the floor.

“Hey, Ember,” said a low, rumbling voice. I looked up, into the eyes of the god-like specimen that had somehow made its way across the floor to be by my side.

“Oh,” I said, and that was the last my vocal cords would contribute to the conversation for a while. My brain had told them what my eyes had seen, and they had decided to shut up and just enjoy.

He smiled at me. “Nervous?”

I nodded vigorously.

“Ha, don’t be. I’ll help you through it, okay? I’m Darren, by the way.”

I nodded vigorously again. But this time I reached out with my hand to shake his, like a robot, with the wide eyes to match. He grinned as he shook my hand and then slid his arm around me and gently guided me over to the older woman.

“Margaret, please take care of my lovely costar here. Ember is her name and she’s going to set the whole place on fire.”

~~~

Margaret look me over for a second and then said, “Yeah, nice. Not much I need to do there, girl. You’re basically perfect. How’s your pussy today?”

“Huh?”

“Your pussy. Any problems?”

“Oh, no,” I said blushing furiously. “I think it’s fine.”

“Good. Let me go tie your hair back. I’ve got a…yeah, a scrunchy right here, tie it back…like…this. Good, you’re set.”

The hefty girl came over and winked at me. “Hi, I’m Sahara. Sahara Jones. I’ll be doing the portable. You’re new right?”

“Yeah,” I said, still acutely aware of Darren’s presence near me. He had wandered off a bit to talk to the director but was still so close as to make me tingle.

“You’re so pretty,” she said, staring at my tits. She finally hauled her gaze up to look at my hair. “Good, the hair tied back looks nice. Now, you need to remember one thing.”

“Um, okay?” Not five minutes here and I was already starting to feel a bit overwhelmed.

“Always know where the cameras are, okay? I’m going to be right in there with a portable, and Rick is going to be there with the tripod. Keep aware of where they are and don’t block them.”

I nodded, taking a quick look back at the director, Rick.

“And most importantly, keep your hair out of the shot, especially when you’re blowing Darren. No fair blocking…that,” she said as she looked over at Darren and bit her lower lip. Darren grinned back at us and waved.

“Hey,” I muttered weakly and waved back like an idiot.

Rick came over and clapped his hands, saying, “Okay everyone. Let’s set this up. Ember, you’re going to do a sexy little strip tease, taking your clothes off and looking directly in the camera. Sahara’s not in this part, just the tripod. Then you’re going to be on the couch over there and you’re going to spread for us. Sahara will be in that, she’s going to get right in there, okay?”

I nodded.

“Then Darren comes into the frame, you’re going to get on your knees, undo his pants…what kind of pants are those?” he called out to Darrent. “Button fly? Good, sexier. Undo his buttons and pull it out. Do what comes naturally, and then just take your lead from Darren. Got it?”

“Okay,” I squeaked.

“Then let’s do it!”

They hadn’t really explained the lights to me. I wish someone had told me about the lights. They were really hot, burning down on me as either Rick or Margaret moved them and held reflectors to focus the searing rays on my sensitive parts. After a while I was sweating and Margaret had to come and dab at me occasionally.

I think, looking back, that I may have given the world’s most awkward strip tease performance. It didn’t help that I was not a stripper, and for some reason Jordan and I had never even thought of having me do a strip tease for him. That would have been helpful. Mental note.

But eventually I was sitting back on the couch, my legs parted and raised up to the ceiling and Sahara was right there, between my legs, filming me as I used two fingers of my right hand to spread myself open. At first a little part of me had wanted to die of shame. But then I remembered how I had felt as Stone had plowed me. Such a dirty whore. The words came back and bounced around in my head.

“Such a dirty whore,” the voices said, chanting, faster and faster. I was one. I wanted to be one. I needed to be one. I could feel my pussy dampening, the slickness of my channel front of mind. My fingers threatened to slip as I held myself wide open, letting the world in on my secret. I was a dirty whore and I loved it.

Dimly I heard Rick say something and then Darren was there. I slipped from the couch, as if it could no longer support my body. I felt I just had to be on my knees in front of him, looking up at him. Worshiping. Anything else was simply not an option in the universe I now inhabited. I fumbled with the buttons on his jeans and somehow managed to open them.

His cock was in my mouth before I knew how it had gotten there. Did I black out? Probably not. Perhaps my brain simply didn’t have enough processing power anymore. Maybe all the blood had drained down into my aching pussy lips. They felt like they were throbbing. I did my best to suppress my gag reflex as his shaft plunged deeper into my mouth, Sahara right there next to me. I forgot completely about my hair but apparently it hadn’t mattered. Sahara knew where to be and Darren’s hand around my head was where it needed to be and his cock was too.

Perhaps I did black out, because my next memory was of me on the couch again, his face between my legs and the pleasure radiating out from there was almost too much to bear. Jordan had gone down on me a few times but I had always been too shy and it just felt too awkward. I had usually pulled him up after just a little while and insisted he penetrate me already. But this…angels sang. The heavens parted and I high-fived God Himself. Then the angels fucked me. Or at least one of them did. Was this Black Jesus? It might have been, hallelujah!

A stream of viscous fluid splashing onto my face and partially into my gaping mouth woke me from my trancelike state. Ah, yes. Another thing that might have been good to practice beforehand. The ole’ money shot. This I had heard of, my girlfriends and I giggling about it quite a bit back in high school. But I’d never experienced it before and couldn’t say definitely that I was a fan. But when I opened one eye cautiously and saw Darren there, concentrating so studiously, I had to appreciate the craftsmanship.

Was he an artist, and my face the canvas? Yes, today he was. And after the art had been wrought upon me, I got up with shaking legs and let the applause of the tiny crew of this grand production wash over me. And eagerly let the shower wash over me as well, as I scrubbed away. Part of me wanted to keep it all on me, as a badge of honor. The other part of me was sane, and insisted on a thorough cleansing.

“You good?” asked Darren sweetly after I had come out of the bathroom, big fluffy bath towel wrapped around me.

“Yeah, I’m good. I’m great,” I said as a mix of euphoria and exhaustion overtook me.

“Lunch is here,” yelled Rick and we all sat down, like any professional film production anywhere would, and we ate and we chatted and laughed about silly things and I smiled and others smiled back and I left and floated back home.

~~~


CHAPTER SIX

Desired

“HEY, BABE. IS it okay if the guys come by tonight? They’d like to watch some sports,” asked Jordan the day after I got back from my shoot. We hadn’t really talked about it much, except for him asking me if everything went okay, and being extra sweet to me. I appreciated that as I felt like I still needed to process the experience by myself.

“Sure, sweetie. Whatever. Hey, should I make something? I think we have some chips, maybe I can get a dip of some kind—”

“Nah, they said they’d bring something,” he said, cutting me off with a wave of his hand. “Let them contribute for once.”

“So, who exactly is they?” I asked, with a bit of concern. If Mahesh or Dieter were bringing something, it was bound to be cheap. Arnold, on the other hand, had a job and was liable to actually bring something I would like.

Jordan furrowed his brow, “I think all three of them are coming. You know, the usual guys.”

“I meant, who’s bringing stuff?”

“Oh, probably Arnold. You know Dieter, never even thinks of it, and Mahesh isn’t much better.”

I nodded, satisfied for now.

“Oh, hey,” he said. “Why not invite your friend Jessica. You never bring her over, why not have her come by for once.”

I realized he was right. Jessica had been over maybe twice since we moved into the apartment, but never stayed for long.

“Sure, I’ll ask her.”

And so, about ten, fifteen minutes after the three guys had waltzed in, arguing about who had the sexiest cheerleaders, Jessica showed up. Mahesh was in the middle of insisting that cheerleaders played no role in the popularity of a team, the mascot being the dominant force.

“And that’s why rodents are by far the most powerful of the mascot tropes that I’ve seen. I can show you the numbers…” he said as the door opened and Jessica walked in.

“Hey, guys,” she said as I ran over to hug her and Jordan waved to her from the couch. Mahesh had gone completely silent, his gaze fixed on Jess. And no wonder, she had fixed herself up like I had never seen her before.

Always a very pretty young woman, Jessica had soft amber hair that she usually kept tied back in a ponytail, and sensual green eyes. Now she had let her hair fall down around her shoulders in soft curls, and the subtle application of mascara and blush, along with a warm pink lipstick made her natural beauty pop. The light blue, turquoise patterned skirt and top ensemble she was wearing made her look even sexier than she normally did.

“OMG, Jess! You look stunning,” I gushed. “Come, meet the guys!” I grabbed her arm and led her over to the couch. Arnold had gallantly risen to say hello, and Dieter scrambled up to do the same. Mahesh seemed frozen. As she finished greeting Dieter he managed to get up and awkwardly stutter out “Ma—mahesh. Is my name, is…um, is me!”

Jessica smiled warmly at him and shook his hand. “Hi Mahesh. Destiny has told me so very, very little about any of you guys,” she said, turning to me. “Des, you never told me you had such handsome friends. What’s up with that?” She winked at me.

Mahesh fell right back down onto the couch before jerking back up again and offering her his spot. He started hissing at Dieter to move over so he could sit next to her until Dieter finally gave up with an exasperated sigh and moved to one of the chairs.

With everyone finally settled down we turned back to the game that was playing and Arnold offered Jessica some of the snacks he had brought over. Much to my dismay they had turned out to be nothing more than a couple of bags of BBQ and ranch flavored chips. But still, better than nothing.

“See,” yelled Dieter as the cheerleaders strutted back out onto the field. “See how the crowd’s going wild? It’s because of the sexy girls. I don’t see anything sexy about a woodchuck, Mahesh! Don’t even try to change my mind about this.”

“What’s this?” asked Jessica.

“Oh, Mahesh has some ideas about mascots being more important than cheerleaders. He’s full of shit!”

“Am not,” he grumped.

“Well, I can kind of see his point,” said Jessica as she winked at Mahesh. “Mascots do fire up the crowd and do a lot to interact with them. I was a mascot at my high school, you know.”

“What?” I screamed out. “No way, you never told me that!”

“I would have picked you for a cheerleader for sure,” said Jordan, looking a bit more longingly at her than I really liked to see.

“Yeah, well I was super gangly and geeky in high school,” she confessed.

“Oh, my. Oh my,” muttered Mahesh as he stared at her. “You must tell me everything!”

The night proceeded to be a fun one, with friends getting along and jokes both funny and in stunningly bad taste being exchanged and enjoyed. I glanced occasionally at my phone and around the time everyone was getting ready to leave I saw a text from Stone.

Stone: U 2 hot 4 wrdz, grl. I bk @U tmrw w/gig

My heart skipped a beat as I stood up, pocketing my phone and kissing Jess goodnight. The guys each got a hug from me, with Mahesh whispering, “Thank you, thank you,” in my ear. He turned and scampered out after Jess and I chuckled to myself.

“So, how was it,” asked Jordan with a grin. “Did you survive the night? Think Jess had fun?”

“Yeah, it was fun. Think she and Mahesh are a thing now?” I teased.

“Oh my god, the world as we know it would be over. Let the poor guy have his fun. I’ll console him later,” he joked.

“Um, babe,” I started. “I got another text from Stone. I think he has another gig for me. Are you okay still? Cause I think I want to take it.”

He looked at me and I tried to read his eyes. Was there something there that hadn’t been there before? A flicker of something that said words that hadn’t made it to his mouth? No, I couldn’t be sure and the words that did come out were reassuring. Supportive, loving even. And so we went to bed and made love and though it was nice, it wasn’t like it had been after that porn-fueled night. Nor was it anywhere close to Darren.

~~~

The next day Stone texted me the details of the gig he had booked me for. I was to show up at a fancy mansion in the Valley and do a girl-girl and girl-boy scene two days from now. I was intrigued. As far as I was concerned the place I had been at before was a mansion but when I texted that to Stone he had a nice long laugh, mainly in the form of an all-caps LOL.

I eagerly shared this with Jessica at the diner when we had a chance to talk.

“Can you believe it? I guess they must have really liked me at the shoot. Now I get to go to a real mansion,” I gushed.

Jessica clapped her hands and squealed softly, casting an eye over at Big Willey. He hadn’t heard anything, thankfully. She grinned and raised her eyebrows at me. “So, um. Do I get to go this time?”

“Oh,” I said, “yeah, of course! I’d love you to come with me. I mean, not like that,” I grinned as I nudged her. We giggled. “So, um. What’s up with you and Mahesh. You guys do it?”

“What? No,” she hissed, turning a bright shade of pink. “No way, um. We just talked, is all. He’s nice once you get to know him,” she said, sounding not convincing at all. There was definitely more there that I needed to get to the bottom of someday.

Two days later Jessica picked me up in her ratty little car, a Prius that had seen better days and was at this point probably far more polluting than most muscle cars. The thing struggled to navigate the hills of Calabasas as Jessica, tongue sticking half out, eyes fixed in concentration, head held as close to the windshield as she could manage, tried her damndest to get the two of us to our destination. I held my phone, yelling out directions as they came up and Jessica would grunt, and make a set of motions that could only roughly be called a ‘maneuver’ and thusly we progressed.

Finally, after becoming convinced that dying in a fiery crash might be better than continuing this way, we arrived at the gate. And quite a gate it was, towering over us with gold tipped spikes declaring a swift and expensive death to anyone who dared climb over.

Jessica hit the buzzer on the intercom system and we were let in, the gate swinging open on its own. That alone spelled money to me. I nudged her as we drove up the long driveway and the giant front of the house hove into view.

“Wow, holy shit Jess. Can you believe it?”

“Damn,” she said looking frantically for a place to park. She decided to try next to what looked like a catering van, taking only ten attempts at nudging forward, backing up and cursing at random things before she had succeeded. I made a mental note that perhaps Jessica would not be my first call the next time I needed a ride.

We stepped out and went to the front door. A big, burly white dude was there, all buzz cut and tattoos. “You talent?” he grunted at us.

‘Um, she is,” said Jessica, pointing to me. “I’m her support system.”

He grunted and shook his head in the general direction of the door then returned to scrolling through his phone. With that, we made our way through the door, which turned out to be a gigantic swiveling pivot contraption that took both of us to push open, after which we were greeted with a massive foyer. A rotating statue of…something…was in the middle of it and beyond we could see a vista of hills and, in the distance, the blue of the ocean.

I gripped her arm as we walked through it, open mouthed. Finally we arrived where the action was. A completely naked girl, dark haired and sporting extremely long nipples was standing there getting something rubbed all over her body by a young, fully dressed woman. As we approached, they both turned to look at me then turned back. “Jacob, someone’s here,” the clothed woman yelled as she continued with the application.

“Hey, hey, yo!” A man came around the corner, a string of red licorice hanging out of his mouth. He was middle aged, I guessed. A bit of a pouch in his belly, but otherwise handsome even with the graying hair. “Are you Ember?”

Jessica looked a bit confused for a second until she remembered my stage name. I called out, “I am. Hi. Um, this is my friend Jess. Is it okay if she’s here to watch and give me some support?”

“Oh,” he said as he eyed Jessica for a moment. “Heck, yeah. You go ahead and support her all you want. Just make sure to stay out of the shots, okay? Otherwise I’d have to pay you and that ain’t happening.”

Jessica nodded and gave me a reassuring smile. I tried to smile back but the nerves were coming back. In the meantime the woman had finished with applying lotion over the naked girl and had turned to me.

“Hi there, Ember. I’m Aria. Mind undressing and coming over here for me?”

“Sure,” I replied and winked at Jessica who had been eying the nude girl and turned to me with a tight smile. I could tell she was starting to get nerves too, even though it wasn’t her body that was going to get exposed to everyone here. And everyone who decided to stream this scene!

I kicked off my shoes and pulled my shirt up over my head, handing it over to Jess. I might as well make use of her. Off went my pants, my bra and, looking quickly over to Jess to see how she was doing, my panties too. I blushed slightly as I handed them over to her, watching as she looked at my bare pussy, taking it all in.

With all that off I walked over to Aria who appraised my body with a casual, professional demeanor. The other girl did so too and said to me, “You’re pretty. Been doing this long? I’m Genesis, by the way.”

“Oh, hi Genesis, I’m Ember. Thanks,” I replied. “No, this is my second shoot ever. You’re pretty too. Um, how about you?”

“Oh,” she said, dismissively. “I’ve been doing this forever. Like, almost a year now. I hear we’ll be licking each other. Thanks for waxing, I prefer that.”

I blushed again, looking down at myself and my bare mound. I guess I hadn’t really thought about what I would be asked to do here. Stone had mentioned boy-girl and girl-girl, and so it made sense for her to be here, but this was the first time I was really realizing the full implication.

I looked her over, suddenly more invested in what she looked like, now that I was likely to get pretty intimate with her. Which brought up an issue I had been avoiding for some time now. While I had certainly had some thoughts during my high school days about what it would be like to be with another girl, and some of the girls I was friends with had shown our little group some racy videos of girls fooling around with each other, I had never actually done anything and wasn’t quite sure how to go about doing it. Her mention of “licking” each other did give me some vague notions of what was involved, but it seemed I was heading for a potentially quite embarrassing situation here.

“Um, Genesis,” I said as I leaned over to her. “I’ve, um…never actually done anything with a girl before. Could you maybe take the lead or something? You know, to like, make sure I don’t screw up?”

She squealed with mirth before clapping her hand over her mouth and saying, “Sorry, sorry. Sure, I’ll help you out. Tell you what, I’ll go first. You just copy what I do when it’s your turn, okay?”

“Thanks so much,” I said as I turned again to Jessica and widened my eyes at her. She responded in kind and we both waited to see what would happen next.

~~~

“Alright everyone,” called out Jacob as he came over to us. “Let’s get the first scene done. This will be a shot of you, Ember, coming into the bedroom in the nude. You’ll see Genesis there, also nude, you’ll get ideas that maybe you two should be getting it on.”

He munched on the licorice and continued, “Yeah, maybe I didn’t spend too much time on the script, to be honest. But I’m sure you two will figure it out.”

Aria gestured to the stairs and everyone went upstairs to a landing which led to a guest bedroom, where they were to shoot. A guy with a camera was already in there and Aria led Genesis over to the bed while I waited outside with Jessica who was hanging back, not sure where to stand or where to look. I could tell she was nervous and I couldn’t deny that I was too.

Genesis sprawled out on the bed, on top of the covers and bent one leg, pointing the toes on the other while reaching back with her arms above her head. She looked like a young, lithe goddess like that, I had to admit. A touch of jealousy hit me as I looked at her. She had beautiful light brown skin that matched well with her dark hair. Her breasts were quite firm and seemed to be defying gravity as she lay there, the nipples pointing upwards.

I stared from the doorway and tried to see if she had any scars from a boob job, but couldn’t see any from here.

Jacob interrupted my musings by shouting, “Action!” Genesis started stretching out and ad libbed, “Oh, I’m so bored just lying here. All by myself. If only there were someone else who could keep me company…”

I looked at her through the door and wondered at how natural she seemed there. How comfortable with being nude in front of all these people, including the cameraman who was aiming his camera at her, holding on to some contraption which, I noted, seemed to be helping him keep the camera steady. Pretty cool, I thought.

A slight cough from Jacob brought me back to the present, Genesis looking impatient and the cameraman pointing the camera at the doorway where, I realized, I was supposed to be entering.

Blushing slightly at how amateurish I was, I entered, trying to walk in the sexiest way I knew. I had to imagine that I looked a bit like a zombie lurching into the room. My breasts heaved as I made my way over to Genesis, my mind desperately trying to come up with some sexy dialog and eventually I blurted out, “Hi, babe. Looking for some company in that big, big bed of yours?”

I crawled onto the bed, well aware that the camera was now focused on my ass. The thought that my private parts were now on full display as I made my way across the rather expansive bed towards the naked girl there started to turn me on. I could feel the moisture start to pool between my lips.

“Hey…girl,” said Genesis. “Come over here and give me some loving!”

I hesitated slightly as I reached her, not quite sure what to do. But on a whim I said for the camera, “You look so hot! Your nipples look so…perky! May I?” I leaned down and took her right nipple into my mouth, suckling at it and flicking it with my tongue. Genesis moaned and arched her back, pushing her breast further against my face.

We continued like this for a while before she gently pushed me onto my back and started caressing me between my legs. I noticed the camera was now trained on her behind as she knelt by my side. She started slipping a finger into my pussy, parting my lips and rubbing the moisture that had collected there across my folds, hitting my clit with her finger as she did so. I gasped and writhed.

“Oh, you naughty girl,” she said loudly and scooted down to place her head between my legs, pushing my legs up over my torso until my knees were hitting my breasts. I felt so exposed, especially as the camera was now trained between my legs, focusing on what Genesis was going to do to me. I could feel my lips fluttering in anticipation.

She leaned down and I felt her tongue touch my part, right under my clit. She moved her tongue up briefly and then focused further down, parting my lips with her tongue and started licking. I felt like I was ascending into the heavens as she worked my slot, bringing me close to an orgasm before Jacob called out “Cut!”

I almost screamed out in frustration. I was so close!

“How was that,” asked Genesis. I was about to answer that it was amazing when I realized she was asking Jacob.

“Perfect,” he said. “Hey, Ember. Can you make sure to come really hard when Genesis sticks her finger up your butt and licks you? That would be great. Let’s continue.”

While the word “butt” was still ringing in my ears I felt Genesis return to my spread thighs but this time there was a finger probing my anus. I had never really regarded that particular part of my body as being something that qualified as a sexual zone and was, quite frankly, mortified to feel Genesis slowly pushing her finger into me there. I glanced quickly over to where Jessica was standing, looking at me with a faraway look in her eyes. When I felt a tongue at my opening I looked back down between my legs to see Genesis down there, her face buried in my mound.

I felt so wonderfully dirty that it took me hardly any time at all to reach a shattering climax. When I finally managed to open my eyes again it was to see the camera pointed directly at my face.

“Great! Cut!” Jacob came over and looked at me with wide eyes. “I could have sworn you really came, there. That was great acting! Let’s keep up the momentum, Ember. Why don’t you now go down on Genesis and we’ll see if she can match that performance, okay?”

“I’ll have what she’s having,” quipped Aria as she came over and dabbed at Genesis’ face. I realized with a further blush that I must have gotten my juices all over her face. As we repositioned ourselves Genesis gave me a look and a wink, as if to tell me it would all be okay.

Clumsily I reached over and started touching her pussy as the camera zoomed in. “Oh, you’re such a great pussy licker,” I ad libbed as I fumbled about in her privates, trying to find her hole. Despite having fingered myself several times in my life, I was finding it surprisingly difficult to do this to another girl. I really should have practiced on Jessica, I thought. The thought shocked, but also titillated me. She was my friend! Would she really let me do that?

Genesis moaned and parted her legs further and I slid down the bed to get my face into position, for the first time finding myself directly face to face with another woman’s genitals. I contemplated the complex folds there and resolved to just go ahead and get right in there. Tentatively I reached out with the tip of my tongue to touch the wrinkled hood that covered her clit. The world didn’t end, and she didn’t scream out in disgust so I continued, trying to emulate the wonderful things that she had done to me. As I lapped at her, I tried to remember what she had done, paying attention to her inner lips and sticking my tongue as deep as it would go into her hole.

I could feel her body rhythms start to shift. Whereas before she seemed to be going through the motions of mimicking pleasure, now she seemed to be responding more organically, her motions increasingly erratic as she began to clench and gasp. I lapped away, moving my tongue from between her inner folds to the small button of her clit and she screamed and gushed forth into my mouth.

~~~

“Oh my god Destiny,” gushed Jessica, as she navigated her car down the hills towards my home. “That was freakin’ amazing. You were a star there, I swear. So hot!”

I looked at her with relief. The whole way from the mansion to the car she had been silent and I hadn’t dared ask her what she thought. After the scene with Genesis there had been a few more scenes where we had been asked to kiss each other, and one where Genesis had shoved a dildo up my vagina while I bent over a couch. After some minutes of grunting while the dildo was repeatedly thrust in and out of me I had come again.

Later, after a lunch break that Jessica and I had spent chatting with Aria and Genesis, it had been time for the boy-girl scene between me and a heavily tattooed young guy whose name I had promptly forgotten. I had done some of what I was now taking to calling the “standard stuff” involving me on my knees sucking his cock, then going through an assortment of positions with him inside of me thrusting vigorously. This time I was expected to take his cum inside my mouth and swallow. Something that Jordan and I had never done before.

I had nervously knelt in front of him as he stroked himself in front of my face. I was mainly nervous that he would accidentally smack me in the nose, as his fist pumped away in front of me. I kept my mouth open, my tongue sticking out as I gazed up at him. It had taken forever and I had started to wonder if I would potentially fall asleep before the deed occurred. Finally his other hand reached around my head and pulled me closer as he aimed his cock at my mouth, spurting hot jets of cum into my mouth.

As the camera rushed over to get a close up I kept my mouth open, filled with his seed. Finally the director nodded at me and I swallowed the load. Cheers all around and the deed was done.

Now I looked over at Jessica as she drove, concentrating again as if not completely sure that there was a road in front of her, much less where it might lead. “You’re okay? I mean, you’re not freaked out by what I did there?”

“You kidding?” she exclaimed as she temporarily looked over at me. The car veered precariously and I clutched the armrest and squeaked in fear. She looked back at the road and righted the vehicle. “I thought you were absolutely beautiful, Des. You were the goddess of sexy over there. I…”

“What?”

“Oh, it’s nothing.”

“No, seriously, Jess,” I said, looking at my best friend.

“I…guess I really wanted to be in there. You know? With you? I know, it’s stupid and you probably think I’m a big lez or something. Forget it.”

I shook my head, “Jess, I’m the one who literally had lesbian sex today. You can tell me anything. Do you want to be with me? Is that something you want?” I didn’t quite know what I wanted her answer to be.

She shook her head and changed the subject. “How do you think Jordan’s going to feel when you tell him what you did today?”

“I really don’t know,” I said.

Later that day, having been dropped off by Jessica, Jordan called me on my phone. He was out with the boys and was wondering if we could get together at our place to watch a game again.

“Sure, babe. That’s fine. By the way, my shoot went really well. I think I might be getting some more work, I don’t really know yet. But Stone said he would text me some new gigs soon.”

“That’s great! I’m glad you’re having success at this!” But as he hung up I could sense some hesitation in his voice. We were going to have to talk through this at some point, I could tell.

Soon enough Jordan entered the apartment followed closely by Mahesh and the others. “Jessica here?” Mahesh asked.

“Sorry,” I answered as I smiled. “She’s picking up a late shift at the diner.”

“Aww, bummer,” he said as he paused, as if to ask me something. Instead he continued eventually to the couch where everyone had sat down.

“Shit!” Jordan exclaimed as he stared at the TV screen. “I think the game’s not on our subscription.”

“Lame!” Dieter said, looking at his phone. “Of course, I shouldn’t talk. I can’t afford TV at all. How do you two manage?”

“Yeah, that job at the diner must make some serious bucks,” said Arnold.

“Not really,” I said. “We just have the really basic stuff and the TV I brought over from my parents’ place.”

Arnold shrugged and said, “How about we just watch that porn channel again? That was fun.”

Jordan demurred, “Nah, no need. I think you’ve seen one, you’ve seen them all.”

“Fuck that BS,” Mahesh yelled out. “I need some titties, damn it! No offense,” he said, looking at me.

“None taken,” I said, laughing.

“It’s settled then,” said Dieter. He slapped Jordan on the thigh and cried out, “Come on man! Don’t pussy out when it comes, literally, to pussy!”

“Fine,” Jordan grumbled as he flipped through the vid selection with the remote. Finally he settled on a thumbnail of a round, bare bottom staring out of the screen with the title, “Black and White Nights.”

“Oh, nice. Finally something for those of us of color,” said Mahesh. “Let’s go,” he clapped his hands.

“Alright,” said Jordan as he selected it and it began playing. Suddenly my insides clenched and I began to sweat. Could it happen? Could my scene have made it to the vids so soon?

Soon enough it became apparent that the world had changed for me. At first I couldn’t even recognize myself and it was clear the guys hadn’t either. Perhaps because the focus had been on my tits and the back of my head as I knelt there, sucking away at Darren’s cock. Perhaps because the camera showed closeups of my pussy as Darren licked away. But when the camera focused on my face being splashed with cum, it was clear.

The silence in the room was deafening. I kept my face down, staring at the carpet as I sensed that Jordan had abruptly shut off the TV. None of the guys said anything. Finally Dieter muttered, “Um, I guess I really need to head back now. See you guys later, okay?”

I remained on the couch as Mahesh passed by me. I felt his eyes on me and briefly looked up to see him whispering to me, “It’s okay.” My eyes started to fill with tears, blurring my vision of the guys departing and Jordan coming back to the couch to stand in front of me.

Eventually I said, in a quiet whisper, “What?”

He shook his head.

“No, seriously, what?” I was starting to get angry and scared. “What do you want to say? Just say it, okay?”

“I can’t believe this, Des! This is just what I was afraid would happen. I can’t believe it! I just…”

“What can’t you believe? I told you what I was doing. You said you were okay!”

“Did you like sucking that big, black cock? You looked like you were in heaven there, Jesus! Was he that good?”

“No,” I lied. “It’s just acting. It’s all just acting. None of it is real, Jordan. I swear! I don’t love him, don’t be stupid.”

“Oh, now I’m stupid? Jesus, Des. I should never have let you do this.” He began pacing the floor. “You’re going to stop right now, okay? I can’t have my girlfriend all over the vids for everyone to ogle over.”

I was stunned. This was not the guy I had fallen for so long ago. “No, damn you, Jordan! You gave me permission and it’s what I want to do. You said you were worried about me, now it turns out it’s just your weak little boy ego that you were worried about!”

He was silent for a moment. “Maybe you should leave.”

“Yeah,” I shouted. “Maybe I should!”

And with tears streaming from my eyes I stormed out of the apartment, fumbling for my phone to call Jess.

~~~


CHAPTER SEVEN

The Rusty Pussy

“COME ON!”

“I’m coming,” I grunted, trying to balance on my new heels. Jessica and I had impulsively bought the highest heels we thought we could wear and were currently teetering on them on our way into the club.

“Come on, bitch. The night’s going to be over by the time we get there,” Jessica said.

“Don’t call me bitch, bitch,” I groused. My mood still wasn’t the best. There was hope that this night would cure it.

We stumbled over to the front door and I gazed up at the flickering neon sign. “Who calls their place ‘The Rusty Pussy’?” I asked Jessica.

She shrugged and yanked the door open. We were hit in the gut with loud, raucous music and the screaming laughter of many drunk women and drunker men. This seemed promising.

“A friend of mine recommended this place,” yelled Jessica in my ear.

“What?”

“A friend,” she yelled louder. “Recommended. This. Place.”

“What?”

“Oh, never mind.”

We made our way over to the bar which was currently being worked by a tall woman with a massive head of pink hair and wearing only a leather corset, barely covering her heaving breasts. She wore bright pink lipstick, heavy mascara outlining her piercing blue eyes, which widened when she saw us heading over. She motioned to us and leaned over the bar when we got close.

“Are you Ember? Ember Sun?” she screamed out.

“Oh, um, yeah. Hi,” I yelled back.

“Oh, shit! Tinkers! Tinkers, you skag, turn that fucking music down. We’ve got a new one here!”

Finally the music turned down a tiny bit and I could almost hear actual words being spoken.

“Sweetie, welcome to the Rusty Pussy, a place made for you and me!” She poured three shots of something and set two of them in front of us, lifting the other up and said, “To good pussy, good cocks, and good money!” With that, we all downed our shots. I gasped as the burning liquid violated my throat.

“Argh, uh,” I gasped. “Um, thanks. And you are?”

“I’m Devine Diva Double Ds, of course.” She shook her head and her boobs, which may very well have been double Ds or more. “But you can call me Devine.”

“Hi Devine,” I said, smiling at her. This night was going to go great!

“So, what,” Jessica said. “Is everyone here in the porn industry?”

“Oh, no, no. Just most of them. We’re a safe, no judgement space,” said Devine, picking up a glass from the counter and started polishing it with a dirty looking rag. “We let anyone in, as long as they behave themselves.”

She turned to the side and yelled out, “Tinkers! Fucking hell, what did I say about no sex in public? Tell those two to take it to the back!”

Giggles came from the general direction Devine was glaring at.

“Not in the back like that! In the back room, Jesus!”

She turned back to us. “So, you two in for the karaoke?”

“Karaoke?” I asked, with a slight hiccup. Shots did that to me. I was not a big drinker. This would be a good, but hopefully cheap night.

“Yeah,” said Jessica. “I heard they do karaoke nights where the porn stars sing. I thought it might cheer you up.”

“Shit, Jess. You know I can’t sing!”

“That’s exactly what makes you perfect for karaoke! Get up there!”

“Okay, fine,” I said as I grabbed a beer glass and downed half of it. The guy sitting next to us whose glass it was looked up at me and leered, “Hey, how you doing?”

“Great,” I muttered as I stumbled over to the stage.

“What’s it going to be,” asked the woman next to the stage, hair shaved completely down one side, a giant ring through her nose.

“Something by a K-Pop band. Any band,” I muttered, slowly crawling up onto the stage, totally unable to step up to it with my heels on.

“You know Korean?” She looked at me with surprise.

“No,” I said as I used the microphone stand to haul myself upright. “Let’s go.”

I scanned the crowd, which had gathered to stare at the spectacle that was now unfurling in front of them.

“Hello, everyone,” I called out. “You may know me from various vids that have apparently been released quite a bit faster than I thought was possible,” I slurred out to raucous applause.

“I haven’t done a gang bang yet,” Massive cheering. “But tonight we’re going to kick this Korean shit Gang Bang Style!”

And with that a song began to play that I had absolutely no hope of ever being able to sing properly, but sing it I did, and the crowd joined in. At one point I could have sworn there were at least five other girls on stage with me and I had fun, and I forgot Jordan and our fight and the fact that pretty much anyone could be watching me right now, taking a stranger’s penis into my body, splashed over a screen on a tv, or phone, wherever. And right now that was no big deal because everyone here, for the most part, either was in that situation too, or was cool with it.
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The next morning was not a good one by any means. My head pounded violently and my feet were killing me. The smell of coffee brewing made me drag my sorry corpse out of bed and halfway across the room before I realized that this wasn’t a room I recognized at all. Also, I was mostly naked, with only my panties on. I cast about the room to see where my clothes would possibly be and finally spotted the shirt I had been wearing last night. I slipped it over my head and pulled it down over my breasts before stepping out the door and into the living room.

Standing there was Jessica, thankfully, and another guy whose back was turned to me.

“Hey,” I said, tentatively.

“Oh, there you are, sleepy head,” said Jess. “This is Darren.”

“Hello, Destiny,” he said. “Or should I say, Ember?”

“Oh, shit. Darren, hi,” I stuttered. Darren, the first guy I had a real scene with. The cause of my current situation with Jordan.

“Oh, so you do know each other!” Jessica looked at both of us with knowing eyes.

“I guess we do, kind of,” said Darren with a grin.

“Yeah, um, we worked together. On our first shoot. My first shoot. He…may have done…others…” I was babbling, I realized. So I shut up and held out my hand for coffee. Coffee would fix everything.

“Here you go,” said Darren as he handed me a cup. I brought it up to my nose and inhaled.

“How?” I started.

“How did we get here?” finished Jessica with a laugh. “Yeah, last night. You brought the whole place down, basically. I was trying to figure out how to call a car and Darren here had his arms around you, trying to keep you upright while you professed your love for him and it kinda seemed like you two had some kind of connection from before. And he’s so cute, I let him take us to his place.” She looked a little guilty.

“Jess, did you…” I asked, squinting up at her before raising the cup to my lips and taking a life-giving sip.

She blushed deeply and muttered, “Maybe.”

To his credit, Darren kept quiet, letting us girls work it out.

“I don’t mind, Jess. Darren and I have a professional relationship, that’s all.” I said, trying to keep the hurt from my voice. What was I even hurt about, I wondered. Was I jealous? He undoubtedly slept with hundreds of women as a matter of course. What was I to him? But, I pondered, what was he to me?

“I’m sorry, Des. But…look at him!” We both stared at him as he self-consciously toasted some bagels.

“Now, now, ladies. There’s more than enough of me to go around,” he chuckled.

Jessica squealed, which cause me to groan. “Too loud,” I muttered as I cast about for a place to sit, finally choosing the couch.

“I’m serious,” he said as he came around the kitchen counter and set a couple of plates down with freshly toasted bagels and a container of cream cheese. I eyed the food with a squint of my eyes as I weighed the pros and cons of ingesting food at this point.

“Listen,” he said, sitting down at the counter, on one of the bar stools there. “I think you both are super hot and, let’s face it, I like to fuck. And I’m pretty good at it, right? Destiny, Ember, whatever?”

I blushed. “Yeah, you’re not wrong about that.” I gazed over at Jessica who was eying the bagels with hungry eyes. I got up and gestured to Jess to come join me and we both sat at the counter, Jessica closest to Darren, and began to eat. Jessica kept her eyes down on her food, perhaps consumed with a ravenous appetite, or perhaps just trying to avoid the temptation of Darren while I was in the room.

“I don’t mind,” I finally blurted out, my mouth half full.

“What?” asked Jessica as she turned to face me, her own mouth mostly full.

“I don’t mind if you were with Darren. I don’t mind if you get with him again, for that matter,” I said emphatically. “You’re my bestie, Jess. Always will be. It’s cool if you want to have some fun.”

Darren looked at both of us with a smile on his face. “There’s no need to carve me up like some land grab, you know. You can both have all of me. Just saying…”

I shrugged and finished my bagel. Just then my phone buzzed. I checked it, hoping for something from Jordan but it was a text from Stone instead. Another shoot, this time?

“Aw, shit,” I muttered. “I knew this was going to happen sooner or later.”

“What?” Darren looked at me. Jessica turned to look as well.

“I got another shoot booked.”

“That’s great,” said Jessica.

“Yeah, but it’s anal this time. I’ve never done that before,” I said. “Is that really even a thing?”

Darren almost burst out laughing, but managed to contain himself when he saw that I was serious.

“Um, yeah, it’s a thing. Jesus, Destiny, have you never watched any porn?” He gazed at both of us as if we were precious little kittens, cute as heck, but not to be taken seriously.

“Well,” I said, growing a bit defensive. “Not much, if you must know. I was raised somewhat conservatively. And Jordan and I only just recently stumbled across it on our vid subscription.”

“I’ve seen anal,” volunteered Jessica. “I mean, not in person of course, but in a vid. Some girls and I watched it. It seemed not too much fun for the girl.” She paused and looked at Darren. “Do you guys really like it? Seems weird to me, when there’s a perfectly usable pussy right there!”

Darren laughed again. “Oh, you two are too cute! Yeah, I get it.” He paused a moment, thinking. “I guess it’s more about the dominance, rather than the actual penetration. Although it is pretty nice and tight in there, so it can be kinda special. But I think guys get off on watching it, cause the girl is being dominated so much more than with straight vaginal intercourse.”

“Oh,” I said, not quite sure what to make of that.

“You’ve done it?” Jessica asked.

“Oh, yeah. Listen, Des. If you’re going to do the scene I can help you prepare for it, give you some tips, okay?”
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“Okay,” I said.

“Okay? You want me to help you? You sure?”

“Yes,” I said, determined to do this before I chickened out. “And it has to be now.”

Jessica looked around herself. “Um, should I go somewhere while, um, you guys do this?”

“No,” I said, looking at her. “I think I could use the support of a friend right now.”

She beamed up at me. “Okay,” she whispered.

Darren wiped his hands and clapped them together. “Let’s do this thing. Now, Des, the most important thing is that you clean yourself out thoroughly.”

“Um, eww?” I cried out. “What do you mean by that? Like, in my butt?”

“Yup, that’s what enemas are for. You ever use one?”

“Ewww, no. Of course not,” I said as if he had asked me if I had french-kissed any space aliens lately. “Does anyone?”

“Well, yeah. Porn stars do. When they do anal. Like…you?” He raised an eyebrow at me.

“Okay,” I sighed. “Might as well go there. Did not think this was going to be a thing today, I have to admit.”

Darren went off somewhere and came back with a package that contained a disposable plastic bottle-like thing with a nozzle whose purpose became quite clear to me a few minutes later when, completely naked and bending over with my butt hovering over the toilet, it went up my most intimate opening and things were done there that I really didn’t want anyone to ever see.

“Well, that was humiliating,” I said in a quiet voice as I came out and entered Darren’s bedroom.

“To be fair,” he said. “There’s not usually someone else there telling you how to use it.”

Jessica giggled. She was in the bedroom as well, standing in a corner, looking a little nervous, a little excited and not quite sure what to do with her arms. Sometimes you feel like you want to simply detach them and put them away somewhere where you don’t have to think about them anymore, while your brain tries to process all the things that it’s faced with of higher importance. Like now, I thought to myself. Like getting something as big as Darren’s cock up my tiny little hole.

Darren pointed to a very large bottle of something that was sitting on his bedroom dresser. “Lube. Lots of it. If you think you’ve used enough, use a bit more and you’re getting close.” He picked it up and gestured for me to get on the bed.

“Um, how should I be?” I said, glancing quickly at Jessica. She had decided her hands should be tucked away in her pockets. Then realized her pants didn’t have any, and now was at a loss for what to do with them again.

“Usually I like the girl on her hands and knees, yeah like that. Now get your face down on the bed and lift that tush up for me. I’m going to lube you up now. Is it okay if I put my finger in there?”

He was waiting for me to say yes. That was sweet of him, I realized. “Yeah, go ahead,” I said.

“Don’t tense up,” he warned me as I did exactly that. Oh, shit. His finger was in me.

“Uh,” I grunted. “That’s pretty big.”

“It’s still just my finger. Now hold still, I’m going to try to get two in there.”

“Two?” Jessica squeaked, and then held a hand in front of her mouth. “Sorry,” she mumbled.

“Yeah, two. If I can get two fingers in her past the knuckles then that’s a pretty good approximation.”

“Of what,” I grunted as he began pressing in again.

“Of girth,” he said, concentrating on the task at hand.

“Oh, oh, oh god,” I gasped out. The stretching feeling was starting to overwhelm me. “Is there enough lube?”

“Yeah, I’ll use some more, don’t worry. But right now you just need to get comfortable with the stretching. Usually girls will train their holes with butt plugs.”

Jessica let out a big, nervous, laugh, then shut her mouth again, embarrassed.

“Uh,” I grunted. “I really don’t know what half the words you’re saying are, but okay.”

He chuckled again as he slowly removed his fingers from me. “Okay, I think you’re as ready as you’re going to be today. Now it’s time for Mr. Cock to visit Ms. Hole. Sorry, that was lame.”

I turned back to watch as he slathered his cock with lubricant from the bottle, which had a handy pump applicator. He must use it a lot to need such a big bottle, I mused. But why? Does he have lots of girls come over who want him to plow their rear passage? Surely he didn’t need it for his own use. A guy like that must get tired of sex after doing it so much professionally. Do construction workers ever come home from a hard day on the job and say, “Hey, I think I’ll finally build that annex while I’m here?”

Suddenly I felt the tip of his penis at my tiny opening. “Oh, shit, Darren. I think it’s too big.”

“I haven’t even started,” he laughed. “Just breathe and try pushing out.”

“Push out? What do you mean,” I asked as I closed my eyes in embarrassment.

“Like you need to go, you know…”

“You mean, like…”

“Yeah, just try it. It’ll open you up and make it a lot easier for you.”

I sighed and tried and sure enough, his cock popped right into me. “Ow,” I cried out. Not because it really hurt or anything. More that it was a surprise, even though it shouldn’t have been after all that preparation.

“Look at me, Jess,” I joked as I looked up at her. “I just learned a new skill!”

~~~


CHAPTER EIGHT

Tristesses de la Lune

I SAT ON the bus the next day, stomach tied up in knots, not knowing how I felt about the upcoming shoot. This one was going to be shot at an apartment in West Hollywood. Stone had texted me the address and some details. It was supposed to be a concept shoot, whatever that meant, called “Tristesses de la Lune.” Jessica and I had both shrugged when we saw the name. Darren looked it up on Searchy and said, with a puzzled expression, “It translates to ‘Sorrows of the moon.’ A little pretentious if you ask me.”

Aside from that, the address, and mentioning that anal was involved, was all Stone said about the shoot. I had prepared as well as I could this morning, refusing to eat any breakfast—I couldn’t imagine the horror of having to go if my stomach was full—and using a couple of the enema kits that Darren had until I felt comfortable. I did ponder why the guy had a whole box of the stuff in his closet. Still, it was nice of him to help me out. Jessica had to work so I went by myself.

Finally, the bus let me out two blocks from where the apartment was and I walked briskly to the front door and rang the apartment number. A buzz let me in and I climbed the stairs up to the third floor where I knocked on the door.

“Hey,” said the scruffy looking guy who opened the door. He quickly scanned the hallway before settling his eyes on me, doing a quick sweep of my body and nodding approvingly. “Ember, right?”

“Yeah,” I said, trying to be cool.

“Comeonin,” he said, saying it all as one word. I thought that was kinda cool. I would have to try that myself sometime. “Howyoudoin,” I thought to myself. “Lookitmytitz.” I realized that I was starting to breath a little too quickly. Keep it together, I thought.

“Hey guys, Ember’s here,” he called out to the assembled crew as I stepped inside and the door was shut behind me.

The closest guy grunted a greeting as he continued to shuffle though a mass of cables and lighting gear. I looked around myself for any other girls, but I seemed to be the only one. There were two heavily tattooed guys standing in the corner, wearing identical white tank tops and lounging against the wall, nodding to me as I looked their way. They were both wearing identical blue jeans as well, their thumbs hooked in the pocket and I almost started giggling uncontrollably. Had they planned to show up wearing the same thing? Did they show up for the gig and look at each other, thinking, “Bitch! Why you wearing my outfit?” Or did they nod at each other, not bothering to exchange a word and by some secret male telepathy come to an agreement to stand there, and be cool?

“Ember Buns!” called out a voice from the other room. Out came a man, thin, tall, dressed entirely in black, with his black hair tied back in a ponytail.

“Um…Sun,” I corrected. He stopped and looked at me like I had just said the strangest thing ever.

“Buns would be better,” he said, and I smiled tightly at him. I did kind of have to agree, though.

“Anyway,” he continued, motioning to me to follow him, and turned around to reenter the room he had emerged from. I followed him in and found myself in a small bedroom, with a woman (yay) holding a camera.

“Hi,” I waved to her. She didn’t bother waving back or say anything.

“So, we’ll want you on the bed here, spread out, welcoming. Got it?” he said.

I nodded. “Welcoming,” I repeated.

“We’re doing a whole concept thing. It’s going to be epic. The world is dying, Ember. You understand that, right?”

I raised an eyebrow at him. “Okay…it’s dying and…sex will save it?”

“No, no! Nothing will save it. We’re all fucked! But since it’s all going down, we might as well have sex, that’s the point. That’s the sorrow we’re trying to capture here.”

“Ah yeah, sorrows of the moon. I get it,” I said, not really getting it.

“Nice, you understand! So you’re the moon, basically. Kind of ironic given your name. But anyway, you help mankind deal with the death of the world by sucking their dicks at first, but when that doesn’t do anything, you welcome them into your dark passage, symbolizing an anti-conception paradigm. Does that make sense?”

I nodded vigorously, hoping he wouldn’t ask any questions about this.

“When they both come inside your butt, it will represent mankind ending it all in a futile effort, an ejaculation of all of humanity’s greatest ambitions into the one vessel that will never bear fruit. And thus we all shall pass.”

I nodded again, and then had to pause. “Wait, they both come inside…my ass?”

“Yeah, there’s two of them. I paid for two guys, I’m going to use two guys.”

“Will I have a chance to rest up a bit after the first guy, maybe get some more lube? I’m kind of new to the whole anal thing.”

He laughed and turned to the camera woman, who grimaced back.

“No, sweetie. There’s only one go at this. They’re both going to be in your butt at the same time.”

~~~

“Wait, what? I can’t do that,” I cried out. “How does that even work?” My hands were starting to feel clammy and I could feel my heart beat faster.

“Whoa, now hold on. Stone said you were a star. You can do anything, he said. This is no big deal, lots of girls do this. It’s really hot, you know?”

“No way, I can barely fit one in there, there’s no way two fit,” I said, stamping my foot. “I’m not doing this!”

He started to pace the floor, next to the bed. “Oh, goddamn it, I just hate my life. I’m so close to graduating UCLA. If I fuck this up, my whole senior thesis is ruined!”

“This is a senior thesis? Porn?” I cried out, waving my arms around.

“It’s art,” he sneered.

“Look, can I maybe just call my agent? Just give me a minute,” I said, fumbling for my phone and getting it out of my purse finally, holding it with shaking hands, holding out to him for a second, as if his gazing at it would let him see that it was somehow more than just a phone and within it there was the solution to all our problems.

“Yeah, whatever,” he sniffed as he started pacing again, shaking his head.

I jabbed at the phone for a moment, trying to get through the interface to where I could make a call, not just text. Finally I succeeded and Stone came up on the screen.

“Ember, hey baby. What’s up?”

“Stone, thank god. Hey, they want me to do some double thing, um, like, two guys up my butt. At the same time! You never mentioned that!”

“Oh, yeah. Well, I did mention anal, did I not?”

“Yeah,” I said, growing defensive. “You did, but I feel like there’s a bit of a difference here. A nuance that would have been really great to know about before I showed up here!”

“So, what,” he said, peering out at me through the phone screen. “You’re not up for it? Come on, you’re my rising star. Sun! My rising sun, casting all her embers around the place, get it?”

I suspected Stone was high. “I can’t do this, Stone. It’s too much, I want out.”

At this the director stopped to glare at me and Stone leaned back from the camera of his phone, a grim expression on his face. “I strongly advise you not to do that, Ember. You’ve got your reputation to think about here. If you flake out on a scene, no one will work with you again.”

I started trembling again, feeling tears of frustration forming. “But this isn’t my fault. You didn’t tell me what was involved. It should be your reputation on the line here, not mine!”

Stone looked pissed. “Don’t you drag my reputation into this! I’ve been in the business for more that a year, okay? That’s a lifetime in this political climate, you dig?” He paused for a moment then leaned back in. “Hand the phone over to the director, okay?”

“Sure,” I sniffed as I handed it over.

“Yo,” said the director as he grabbed the phone from me and held it out at arms length. “What’s fucking going on? I need this shoot to happen. My dad’s girlfriend’s only going to let us use the apartment til 6, okay? I need this shot and done before then.”

“Hey, man. I get it, okay? But maybe you can just do a single penetration instead? Just this once? You don’t want to tear her up or any shit like that, my man.”

“I paid for two guys!”

“Yeah, maybe the other one can do her mouth? How about that? Does that work?” Stone at least was trying, I thought, starting to feel a little better about this.

“Fuck, alright. We’re losing the light, so yeah, let’s just do this.” He handed the phone back to me and I looked at Stone’s face on the screen.

“Thanks, Stone. Sorry about having to call you,” I said, pressing the back of my other hand against my eye, wiping some residual tears away.

“It’s cool, Ember. Knock ‘em dead, hear?” He hung up.

“Okay, let’s get started. Ember, undress and be the moon.”
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The next few minutes proceeded as I imagined they would. The trauma of the prior argument left me somewhat exhausted emotionally, but thankfully not sexually. I was spread out on the bed, with my legs raised, my right ankle in the firm grip of the guy I called “Cool Guy 1,” as I hadn’t found out his name yet. He currently had his cock in my mouth as he held my head up slightly, hand on the back of my head, thankfully not pulling at my hair.

Cool Guy 2, whose name I had actually heard earlier (Mario) held my other ankle in his left hand while he moved his cock back and forth in my bottom hole. It hadn’t actually hurt that much when he pushed in, but it was definitely not the most comfortable thing. The feeling of stretching and being full was not altogether pleasant, nor was it definitely unpleasant. It was an area I was willing to explore some more, at a later date. Right now I was just trying to get through the shoot.

The director—Tristan was his name, as I found out when Mario had asked him something earlier—was not happy, however. Constantly peering at my privates behind the camera woman, another one of the many semi-anonymous people who seemed to inhabit this realm. He muttered to himself and shook his head constantly, as if my nether region had not rehearsed enough for the part that it played in this production. Did my pussy lips not flutter at the right moment? Had my anus forgotten its lines? It seemed that the cast of players assembled between my legs could not deliver the desired dramatic effect, for how could the moon properly consume the sorrows of mankind if there was but one cock jammed up its butt?

“Alright, Enrique,” he finally said. “Get in there.”

Enrique—ah, that was Cool Guy 1’s name— looked over to him quizzically. “Get in where?” I perked up as well.

“In her butt, come on.”

“Oh hell no,” I yelled as I forced my legs closed, causing Mario some distress. I pushed him away with my feet and slapped Enrique away from my mouth. He looked down at me with hurt eyes.

“Hey, be cool,” he said, holding on to his member before I could slap it some more.

“No!” I said as I sat up, holding my arm across my breasts. “You heard Stone, I’m not doing this!” I stood up and pushed past him as he protested.

“Come back here, you bitch!” he yelled as I exited the room. I reached the table where I had piled my clothes and started to put them on.

“Listen up,” he yelled at me as he came up behind me. “If you leave, I’m going to make sure you never work again, got it? You’re done here. Finished! I can get fifty girls who’d be willing to do this, no problem.”

“Yeah?” I said, turning to him, furious. “But will daddy’s girlfriend let you use the apartment again, or do you need to lick her pussy first?”

“Oh, oh you did not just say that,” he said, backing away, his hand on his chest. “Listen, she told me she wouldn’t tell anyone and anyway, my dad’s cool with it!”

Mario and Enrique snickered behind him, their cocks still pretty engorged. I almost felt bad for them as I wouldn’t be here anymore to help them out.

“Hey, asshole,” I continued, glaring at Tristan. “Since you paid for two guys, go ahead and have them fuck you up the ass!”

I grabbed my purse and stormed out of the apartment. It wasn’t until I was a block and a half away, looking for the right bus stop when my phone buzzed. Oh shit, it was Stone.

“Hey…” I started.

“What the fuck, Ember? I told you what needed to happen, didn’t I?”

“Stone, the asshole went ahead and tried to get the other guy to get in there. We agreed that wouldn’t happen, right? It’s not my fault!”

“I don’t care, Ember. You fucked up the shoot. Now that guy won’t use me again, okay? I just lost a client because of you!”

“But…” I started, feeling cornered, attacked.

“No, that’s it! I can’t keep you. Okay? I need my girls to do what they’re told. Listen…” he paused and looked up at me through the video call, pixels doing their best to convey news that I didn’t want to hear.

“Okay, what?” I sniffed, feeling tears forming again.

“The guy’s rich, okay? Daddy’s bankrolling his whole thing. He asked about buying you.”

“Wait, what? He can’t do that! I’m not fucking property. This is America!”

“Yeah, you don’t need to lecture a brother about being property, okay? There’s history there you would do well to learn. What you also need to learn is more about the guardianship laws, Ember. Right now your boyfriend has guardianship rights over you, right? He signed the papers.”

“Yeah,” I replied with a sinking feeling. I could sense where this was going.

“So this guy, Tristan, he said he’d buy those rights. He’d contact your boyfriend and get him to sell him your contract. He can do that, okay?”

“No, Jordan would never…” I hesitated. Shit. Would he? I started to cry in earnest. “He wouldn’t!”

Stone looked up at me with pain in his eyes. “I’m sorry, Ember. I hope it works out for you, but I need to terminate our relationship. I can’t be involved in this shit, alright? See ya, hope you get out of this. Hey, I’ll have your outstanding residuals wired over. Take care.” And with that he hung up on me.
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CHAPTER NINE

Cockswell

“JESS!” I CRIED as I flung myself into her arms, just inside her doorway.

“Whoa, Des, what’s wrong? What…” she leaned back to take a look at me. “Are you okay? Did they do something at the shoot?”

“Yeah,” I sniffled. I pressed my face into her shoulder, weeping into it. “They were assholes, and I really fucked things up, Jess. I’m in trouble!”

“Oh, honey, come in. Let’s sit down,” she said moving me over to her couch where we both sat down, Jessica still holding me, letting me cry. “What’s going on?”

I told her the whole story, ending with, “Jordan’s going to sell me, isn’t he? He’s pissed at me! I don’t think he wants to see me again, ever!” I wailed.

“Nonsense, Des. He loves you,” she said, calmly, patting my back as I hiccuped. “He knows that you wanted to do this porn thing and there’s going to be sex involved. That’s literally the whole point of it. Jordan’s not stupid, maybe emotional sometimes, but he’s not an idiot. He knows the score.”

“He’s not going to love me after he learns about Darren. He’s the reason we broke up in the first place, and now Darren took my butt, Jess!”

“Yeah, okay, but it was for a legit reason, Des. He wanted to help you out, not just have sex with you for fun!”

I glared at her. “Oh, you think he didn’t want to have sex with me for fun? That’s your idea of comforting me?”

Jessica sighed. “You know what I mean, Des.”

“Jordan always wanted to try it out but I always told him no way. Now I’ve gone and done it with the guy that Jordan’s pissed about and he’s…” I started sobbing. “He’s going to be disgusted with me. I’m trash, Jess. I’m just trash!”

“Oh, come on! You’re being ridiculous, Des. You know and I know, and yeah, Jordan also knows you’re not! Don’t be such a drama queen.”

I pulled back, glaring at Jessica. “Drama queen? My life is literally over, Jess. This guy’s going to offer Jordan a ton of cash to buy my guardianship contract from him. Think he’s going to resist? Over me? After I fucked another guy, again? And not just in a porn vid?” I shook my head. My life was over. “That Tristan guy’s going to force me to do all sorts of perverted shit, Jess. I can’t live like that.”

“Tristan’s that director?”

“Yeah, the creep.”

“He’s just some daddy’s boy, it sounds like. I wouldn’t worry about him. The moment he gets some resistance he’s going to go after the next shiny thing.”

“He called Stone and told him he was going to buy my contract. Jordan’s going to sell it to him. I just know it!”

Jessica shook her head and held me by the shoulders. “He’s not going to sell your contract to that guy, Des. Okay?”

“How do you know that?”

“Cause he already sold your contract,” she said.

“Wait, what? When…what? He told you?” I couldn’t believe it. It was actually over. We were over. My heart sank. Somehow, despite my protestations, I had still believed that we could pull through, somehow. Now it was over. I hung my head. Tears didn’t come anymore. The time for tears was gone. Now there was only time for sadness. Of plodding through whatever it was that life held for me, with little regard for what it would mean. It was over.

“Yeah, Des. Listen, maybe it would be best if he explained it to you, okay. But, it’s a good thing. Don’t be scared, it’s a good thing, I swear.” She hugged me again. Why was she so chipper about this? A hardness formed in me, crystalizing around my heart, my emotions, trying to protect what was left of them from the unexpected assaults the world was aiming at me.

~~~

Jessica drove me to Jordan’s place. I would no longer call it mine. It would help not to think of it that way anymore. Even the three minor accidents that almost happened on our way over there could not distract me from thinking about what I could do. Could I run back to my parents? Or should I go undercover and live my life in the abandoned warehouses and under the freeway overpasses that littered this once great city?

Finally we pulled over and got out, Jessica encouraging me to move forward ahead of her, towards the door that I used to enter and exit without giving it a second thought. She knocked and, far too soon, it opened. Jordan’s face was there in the doorway and to my surprise it lit up the moment he saw me.

“Des! Oh my god, babe!” He rushed out and hugged me, the vehemence of it shocking me, squeezing me so hard that the hard shell I had built around myself cracked, falling apart, unleashing my tears again.

“Oh Jordan, Jordie-bear, I’m so sorry,” I wept as I hugged him back, not wanting to let go.

“Don’t be, sweetheart! Jess, thanks for bringing her back here. I’ve got something to say, sweetie, come on in,” he said, slowly dragging me inside, my arms still wrapped around him.

“She’s been through some stuff, Jordan. I think you should hear her out first,” said Jessica. I looked up and sniffed again. Then I saw the others there. Mahesh, Dieter, Arnold, standing there around the coffee table, stacks of papers and what looked like a blueprint spread out on it.

“What…what are you guys doing here,” I hiccuped.

“Hey, Des,” said Mahesh, waving his hand awkwardly. His smile was bright and confident, however. It didn’t seem they were here to mock me, to laugh at my failure. These were friends and I felt they were my friends today, not just Jordan’s.

“Come on, let’s sit,” said Jessica as she led me to a spot on the couch that the guys hastily cleared. “Tell everyone what happened.”

Unsure of the wisdom of this, I nevertheless went ahead and repeated my story as Jordan and the others sat there, grim faced.

Finally Jordan spoke up. “I’m so sorry you had to go through that, Des. It’s my fault and I’m so, so sorry. I wasn’t…I…I wasn’t…” He broke down, crying, holding his face in his hands. The others looked down at the coffee table and held their peace. I reached out a hand to Jordan and pulled him close.

“Shh, it’s okay, it’s alright. It’s over now. I’m not going to continue in that business. I’m done,” I said. Mahesh cleared his throat, and the others looked slightly sheepish, slightly guilty. “What?” I asked.

Jessica looked to the guys and they nodded at her. “Alright, I’ll tell her. Listen, Des. Remember when I said that Jordan sold your contract?” Jordan looked up at that and I looked at him, grim faced and nodded.

“Yeah, he sold it to a company.” I lowered my head, unsure what to think, how to feel. “A company we all formed, just yesterday.”

I looked up again, in confusion. “What do you mean? You formed a company? To buy my guardianship contract?”

“Yeah,” piped in Dieter. “Arnold figured it all out, at least the paperwork side of it. But Jordan…it was Jordan’s idea.”

“Explain,” I said.

Jordan, wiped his eyes and looked at me. “Des, I realized that I was being stupid and selfish. I had given you permission and then I got jealous, like an idiot. I’m sorry about that. But then I thought to myself, why let some sleaze bag agent control you and some random production companies tell you what to do. That just doesn’t seem right for you and I see I was right about that, at least.”

He patted my leg and then gripped it tightly for a moment, smiling at me. He continued, “So I thought, what if we did our own company. Arnold came up with the paperwork and we figured out that if we all put in some money, equally, we could all own shares in the company and then the company could…own you. Your contract, I mean.”

“Wow, just…wow. So what, now I’m company property? And I do porn still?” I pondered the implications of that. I really didn’t know what to think. Did this mean that the company would force me to work to make them a profit?

“Yeah,” said Jessica. “But listen, you own part of the company too! We all awarded part of our shares to you. So you’re in control as well, Des. You have an equal vote in what the company does, how it does it, and when.”

I was stunned. “So wait, that means you’re not my guardian anymore, Jordan?”

“That’s right,” said Dieter. “We all are, including you!”

I sat back, contemplating things. It felt weird, but nice weird. They all cared. I had a hard time wrapping my head around the details of the company and what it really meant—that would take time, more time than I had today. Today was a time for friends, for the comfort they could give when things looked grim and one needed a lift. Today was a time for giving thanks to them, to the friends who came through for me and then tomorrow I could spend the time to figure out what this really meant for me.

“What’s the company called?” I asked.

Jordan blushed. “We thought we’d call it Cockswell Productions.”

~~~

A few months later, Jordan, Jessica and I stood there, in the empty room that was to become the main office of Cockswell Productions, the company that I was both part owner of, and wholly the property of. We would be starting our very first production in a few weeks and we still hadn’t quite gotten to grips with what our focus would be.

Mahesh and Dieter were insistent that we should focus on the lesbian market, assuming that there was one. To be honest, none of us really knew that much about the adult entertainment market, a fact that was starting to weigh on us a bit. Arnold wanted to focus on straight boy-girl content and Jessica thought that live streaming was the way to go. Jordan, on the other hand, was keeping quiet, professing to defer entirely to what I wanted to do and I loved him for it.

I spun around in the room, taking note of the exposed wiring in one corner and the complete lack of any furniture, all of which we would need to buy, scrounge or rent. This was going to cost us quite a lot and we needed to start making money to pay for it all. The weight of all that responsibility was making me anxious and I was eager to know what we should do first. At least it would be the first step on our journey and who knows how many steps it would take to get there, but at least we would have started.

A knock on the door made me turn around and I gasped as I saw who was standing there. “Darren!”

“Hey, girl,” he said with a grin.

I quickly glanced at Jordan, but he was already striding to the door, hand held out, a big smile on his face. “Hey, Darren, glad you could make it,” he said.

“Anything for you, man.”

“Um, you two know each other?” I stammered.

“Of course,” said Jordan. “Jessica introduced the two of us and we hit it off. Darren has agreed to be our male talent.”

“Mahesh wanted to be our first, but I shot that down real fast,” joked Jessica.

“Oh, so…you’re cool with that,” I asked Jordan as I looked at him with worried eyes.

“Yeah, I know the two of you have chemistry—the right kind for what we need. And I trust you. I trust you both,” he said, looking at the both of us.

I nodded and looked at Darren. Yes, perhaps boy-girl content was what our little company needed to concentrate on. I would be down with that.

~~~


Acknowledgements

Many thanks to the amazing author Badger Therese, whose kind words of encouragement helped me tremendously in finishing and refining this book.


Thank you so much!

Please leave a review, whether you liked it or not, that way I can only improve!

And keep up to date with my books at my blog:

Erik Svalbard on Blogspot.com

Don’t miss my previous books:

Spanked on the Rails: Emily’s College Trip

Emily is heading off to college for the first time. She just wants to find the cheapest way to get there and after a long search discovers RailTrek's cheapest fare: Comfort Class. Little does she know that she will be the comfort that is being sold on board!
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And its sequel,

Spanked on the Rails 2: Female Management

“So here’s the deal, sweetie,” Augustine said as she sat down and glanced over Emily’s nude body. “It’s already 7, we were a bit delayed getting out of Chicago. Dinner starts in a half hour and you’ll be helping in the dining car. The other girl, Grace, will be doing room service. She’ll be taking passengers’ food orders in their cabin and then bringing it to them, with Frank, the dining car attendant’s help.”

“I’ve done some waitress service when I was younger,” Emily volunteered. “Not on a train, and not naked, of course.”

“Yes, this will be quite different,” Augustine replied.

Emily’s trip thus far on RailTrek has been far from what she envisioned it to be. After booking Comfort Class, she was used as a plaything for the other first class passengers on the train. Now she’s finally on the last leg of her journey to Syracuse. She hopes to attend University there and make a new life for herself. Will the mysterious professor she meets help her or will he derail her plans? And what of this new Female Management program everyone seems to want her to join? Will it involve even more spankings for Emily?
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“Hi, I’m Candy!” she said as she bounced a little up and down on her heels, breasts bouncing along with her, and waved her right hand in a cheery little wave of greeting.

“Um, hello?”

“I’m your Cruise Companion! Mind if I come in?”

Arthur didn’t think that he could have said anything at this point as she proceeded to make her way into his suite. Was she skipping? Arthur couldn’t help but focus his eyes on her buttocks as they made the most delightful motions, accompanying her journey into his space and announcing every move she made with a jiggle.

She reached the middle of the room, turned around to face him, continuing to bounce up and down in barely contained excitement.

“Golly, wow! This place is just amazing,” she enthused. “This is literally the biggest room I’ve even been in my entire life! Do you just love it?”

Arthur Brentwood decides to take a cruise aboard the Corsican Carnivale. Little did he know that his cruise would come with the most delightful perk, namely a personal companion: Candy. There's more to Candy than meets the eye, however, and when things go wrong Arthur's moral compass will be tested. Will their relationship survive the cruise?

Get it on Amazon

Here’s a preview of the next book in the Adult Dreams series:

Adult Dreams (Book Two): Cockswell

“May I ask,” I interrupted, “what your position is at Adulteq?”

She tore her gaze from Darren, reluctantly, and addressed me, “I’m the head of streaming here. I make all the decisions as to what we schedule and, ultimately, who we work with.”

“Ah, thanks,” I said and decided to keep quiet and let Darren work his magic with her for a bit longer.

She turned back to Darren. “So, I understand that you’ve been working with…what is it…Cockswell?” she looked up from her phone where it seemed she had turned to look up the details of whom she had to deal with today.

“Yup, I’ve been working real close with this lovely young lady here. Ember Sun, you’ve surely heard of her,” he said, bless his heart.

“Nope, I’m afraid not.” She turned to Alex. “You?”

He shook his head too. “Sorry,” he said. “But you know, there’s so many new starlets every day. I’m sure you’re wonderful—”

“Ah,” interrupted Franklin as he looked up from his phone. “I’ve found her. You. Nice, I’m impressed.” He handed his phone over to Julia who looked at it for a moment then passed it over to Alex. He raised his eyebrows briefly then handed the phone back to Julia, who relayed it dutifully over to Franklin.

“Yes,” she said, “I see why now. You’re quite beautiful,” she said to me. I blushed, realizing that three strangers had just seen me naked and getting fucked by Darren. I would probably never get used to this, I thought.
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